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ENTER    CHORUS 

'DRY     snow     had     fallen     steadily 
-throughout   the   still  night,   so   that 
^  when  a  cold,  upper  wind  cleared  the 
'sky  gloriously  in   the    morning    the 
incongruous  Indiana  town  chone  in  a 
white  harmony-roof,  ledge,  and  earth  as  evenly 
covered  as  by  moonlight.     There  was  no  thaw 
only  where  the  line  of  factories  followed  the  bi^ 
bend  of  the  frozen  river,  their  distant  chimnevs  like 
exclamation  points  on  a  blank  page,  was  there  a 
hrst  threat  against  the  supreme  whiteness.     The 
wind  passed  quickly  and  on  high;  the  shouting  of 
the  school^children  had  ceased  at  nine  o'clock  with 
pitiful  suddenness;  no  sleigh-bells  laughed  out  on 
the  air;  and   the   muffling  of  the   thoroughfares 
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\vruui;lit  an  unaccustomed  peace  like  that  of  Sun- 
tlay.  This  was  the  phenomenon  which  afforded  the 
oyjeninj;  of  the  morning  debate  of  the  sages  in  the 
wide  windows  of  the  "National  House." 

Only  such   unfortunates  as  have  so  far  failed 
to  visit  Canaan  do  not  know  that  the  "  National 
House  "  is  on  the  Main  Street  side  of  the  Court- 
house Square,   and    has  the  advantage  of  being 
within  two  minutes'  walk  of  the  railroad  station, 
which  is  in  plain  sight  of  the  windows— an  ines- 
timable benefit  to  the  conversation  of   the  aged 
men  who  occupied  these  windows  on  this  white 
morning,  even  as  they  were  wont  in  summer  to  hold 
against  all  comers  the  cane-seated  chairs  on  the 
pavement  outside.     Thence,   as  trains  came  and 
went,  they  commanded  the  city  gates,  and.  seeking 
motiv  ;  and  adding  to  the  stock  of  history,  narrow- 
ly observed  and  examined  into  all  who  entered  or 
departed.     Their  habit  was  not  singular.     He  who 
would  foolishly  tax  the  sages  of  Canaan  with  a 
bucolic  light-mindedness  must  first  walk  in  Picca- 
dilly in  early  June,  stroll  down  the  Corso  in  Ron-  • 
before  Ash  Wednesday,  or  regard  those  windows  of 
Fifth  Avenue  whose  curtains  are  withdrawn  of  a 
winter  Sunday;  for  in  each  of  these  great  streets 
wherever  the  windows,  not  of  trade,  are  widest,  his 
eyes  must  behold  wise  men,  like  to  those  of  Canaan, 
executing  always  their  same  purpose. 
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The  diflference  is  in  favor  of  Canaan;  the  "Na- 
ttonal  House  -  was  the  chib.  but  the  perusal  of 
traveller  or  passer  by  was  here  only  the  splume 
blown  before  a  stately  Jp  of  thought ;  and  you 
mjght  hear  the  sages  comparing  the  Koran  with  the 
speeches  of  Robert  J.  Ingersoll. 

In  the  days  of  board  sidewalks,  "mail-time"  had 
meant  a  precise  moment  for  Canaan,  and  even  now 
many  years  after  the  first  postman,  it  remained' 
somewhat  definite  to  the  aged  men;  for,  out  of 
deference  to  a  pleasant,  olden  custom,  an.l  perhaps 
partly  for  an  excuse  to  "get  dowi  to  the  hotel" 
(which  was  not  altogether  in  favor  with  the  elderly 
ladies),  most  of  them  retained  their  antique  boxes 
in  the  post-office,  happily  in  the  next  building 

In  this   connection   it   may  be  written   that  a 
subscription    clerk   in    the   office   of  the   Chicago 
Daily  Standard,  having  noted  a  single  subscriber 
from  Canaan,   was,   a  fortnight  later,   pleased  to 
receive,  by  one  mail,  nine  subscriptions  from  that 
promising  town.     If  one  brought  nine  others  in  a 
fortnight,  thought  he.  what  would  nine  bring  m  a 
month?    Amazingly,   they  brought  nothing,  and 
the  rest  was  silence.     Here  was  a  matter  of  intricate 
diplomacy  never  to  come  within  that  youth  his 
ken.     The   morning   voyage   to   the    post-office 
long  mocked  as  a  fable  and  screen  by  the  families 
ot  the  sages,  had  grown  so  difficult  to  accomplish 


THE   CONQUEST   OF   CANAAN 

tor  one  of  ihcm,  Colonel  Flitcroft  (Colonel  in  the 
war  with  Mexico),  that  he  hari  been  put  to  it,  in- 
deed, to  foot  the  firing-line  against  his  wife  (a  lady 
of  celebrate<l  determination  and  hale -voiced  at 
seventy),  and  to  defend  the  rental  of  a  box  which 
had  sheltered  Init  three  missives  in  four  years. 
r\'speration  is  often  inspiration ;  the  Colonel  brill- 
iantly subscribed  for  the  Standard,  forgetting  to 
give  his  house  address,  and  it  took  the  others  just 
thirteen  days  to  wring  his  secret  from  him.  Then 
the  Standard  served  for  all. 

Mail -time  had  come  to  mean  that  bright  hour 
when  they  all  got  their  feet  on  the  brass  rod  which 
protected  the  sills  of  the  two  big  windows,  with  the 
steam  -  radiators  si;izling  like  kettles  against  thr> 
side  wall.     Mr.   Jonas   Tabor,  who   had   sold   his 
hardware  business  magnificently  ( not  magnificently 
for  his  nephew,  the  purchaser)  som.e  ten  years  be- 
fore, was  usually,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  re- 
mained a  bachelor  at  seventy-nine,  the  last  to  settle 
down  with  the  others,  though  often  the  first  to  reach 
the  liotcl.  which  he  always  entered  by  a  side  door, 
because  he  did  not  believe  in  the  treating  system.' 
And  it  w.is  Mr.  Eskew  Arp.  only  seventy-five,  but 
already  a  thoroughly  capable  cynic,  who.  almost 
mvariably  "(,pened  the  argument,"  and  it  was  he 
who  discovered  the  sinister  intention  behind  the 
weather  of  this  particular  mo-ning.     Mr.  Arp  had 
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not  bepun  life  so  sourly:  as  a  youth  he  had  been 

proud  of  his  given  name,  which  had  come  to  him 

through   his  mother's  family,   who  had  made  it 

honorable,  but  many  years  of  explanations  that 

Kskcw  did  not  indicaio  his  initials  had  lr)wered  his 

opinion  of  the  intelligence  and  morality  of  the  race. 

The  malevolence  of  his  voice  and  manner  this 

morning,  therefore,  when  he  sh(X)k  his  finger  at 

the  town   beyond   the   windows,   and   exclaimed. 

with  a  bitter  laugh.  "  Lwk  at  it!"  was  no  surprise 

to  his  companions.     "Jest  look  at  it!     I  tell  you 

the    devil    is    mighty    smart.     Ha.    ha!     Mighty 

smart!" 

Through    custom    it    was    the   duty   of   Squire 
Buckalew  (Justice  of  the  Perce  in  '59)  to  be  the 
first  to  take  up  Mr.  Arp.     The  others  looked  to 
him  for  it.     Therefore,  he  asked,  sharply: 
"What's  the  devil  got  to  do  with  snow.'" 
"Everything  to  do  with  it.  sir."  Mr    Arp  re- 
torted.    "  It's  plain  as  day  to  anybody  with  eyes 
and  sense." 

"Then  I  wish  you'd  p'int  it  out."  said  Buckalew, 
"if  you've  got  either." 

"By  the  Almighty.  Squire  "—Mr.  Arp  turned  in 
his  chair  with  sudden  heat— "if  I'd  lived  as  long 
as  you — " 

"You  have,"  interrupted  the  other,  stung. 
"Twelve  years  ago!" 
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"If  I'd  lived  as  long  as  you,"  Mr.  Arp  repeated, 
unwincingly,  in  a  louder  voice,  "and  had  follered 
Satan's  trail  as  long  as  you  have,  and  yet  couldn't 
recognize  it  when  I  see  it,  I'd  git  converted  and 
vote  Prohibitionist." 

"/  don't  see  it,"  interjected  Uncle  Joe  Davey, 
in  his  (juerulous  voice.  (He  was  the  patriarch  of 
them  all.)  "/  can't  find  no  cloven-hoof-prints  in 
the  snow." 

"  All  over  it,  sir!"  cried  the  cynic.  "  All  over  it! 
Old  Satan  loves  tricks  like  this.  Here's  a  town 
that's  jest  one  squirmin'  mass  of  lies  and  envy  and 
vice  and  wickedness  and  corruption — " 

"  Hold  on!"  exclaimed  Colonel  Flitcroft.  "  That's 
a  slander  upon  our  hearths  and  our  government. 
Why,  when  I  was  in  the  Council—" 

"It  wasn't  a  bit  worse  then,"  Mr.  Arp  returned, 
unreasonably.  "  Jest  you  look  how  the  devil  fools  us. 
He  drops  down  this  here  virgin  mantle  on  Canaan 
and  makes  it  look  as  good  as  you  pretend  you 
think  it  is:  as  good  as  the  Sunday-school  room  of  a 
country  church— though  that' '—he  went  off  on  a 
tangent,  venomously— "is  generally  only  another 
whited  sepulchre,  and  the  superintendent's  mighty 
apt  to  have  a  bottle  of  whiskey  hid  behind  the 
organ,  and — " 

"Look  here,  Eskew,"  said  Jonas  Tabor,  "that's 
got  nothin'  to  do  with — " 
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"Why  ain-t  it?  Answer  me!"  cried  Mr  Am 
contmumg,  without  pause:  "  Why  nint  it 'Can't 
you  wa,t  till  I  git  through  >  V  ,/,;,,,„'  ^^  J^A 
when  I'm  ready  I'll  listen  to-" 

■•See  here"  began  the  Colonel,  making  himself 
heard  over  three  others,  "I  want  to  ask  you-  • 

„„H    !?■■  "u'  ,  ■■^'■P  P'™"''<:d  the  floor  iraseiblv 

with  his  hickory  stick      "DnnV,  t  '°'> 

thin,,  I     l-r  "  *  >""  "^"^  me  any- 

thing!    How  can  you  tell  that  I'm  not  going  to 

Hnswer  your  question  without  your  asking  i^t 

:   t™°nor''>     ^°""^'-fi-'-     I -y.  here's 
a   town   of   nearly   thirty   thousand    inhabitants 

selfiTh       ;"  °'  ''"'-""'"■  ™™--  ™d  childr:  - 
selfish  and  cowardly  and  sinful,  if  you  could  see 

their  innermost  natures:  a  town  of  the  ugliest  and 

wors   built  houses  ,„  the  world,  and  goye^ne^by 

lot  of  saloon-keepers-though  I  hope  it  '11  never 

git  down  to  where  the  ministers  can  run  it.     Z 

the  devil  comes  along,  and  in  one  night-why   a 

you  got  to  do  is  look  at  it !     You'd  think  we  nc  dn 

ever  trouble  to  make  it  better.     That's  wha    the 

devil  wants  us  to  do-wants  us  to  rest  easy  about 

t  and  paints  it  up  to  look  like  a  heaven  of  peace 

and  punty  and  sanctified  spirits.     Snowfal    like 

his  would  of  made  Lot  turn  the  angel  out-of-door! 

d  say  that  the  old  home  was  good  enough  for 

him.    Gomorrah  would  of  looked  like  a  Puritan 

vllage-though  I'll  bet  my  last  dollar  that  there 
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was  a  lot,  and  a  whole  lot    thit'^  n«,       u 

ab;       Puritan  vmages.     a', If^H^-.^'^'^"'"" 
What  never  was  ?"  interrupted  Mr.  Peter  Brarl 

from  Miies  s\Ssf  'wh a'tTaXTr'^'' 
Puritan  Villages?"  ^  ^°^^  ^^""^ 

of  "^'  '^Cn'tr  '':•  ^'^^'  ^^^^"^^  --  ^^-e 
side  of  the  case'      >    ^f  "^  "^''  '"  P^^^^"^  -y 

anew  ofteTL.rerrrn".r-^  ^' 

anywhere  in  an  argument  like   LrunL  J  wl  f ! 
one  man  talk  at  a  time?     How-"  ^^^ 

"Go  on  with  your  statement  "  smVi  tt     i     r 
Davey,  impatiently.  '     '""^'^  ^""'^  >^ 

Mr.  Arp's  grievance  was  increased      "M       r 

mine  first,  haven't  V  If  I  don Y  'T  *°  '*''' 
Clear,  whafs  the  use  of  he  a  ^r^e^  >  ^'°''"' 
mentation  is  onlv  the  rnmr.o  ■      ^^"^^"^  ■     ^rgu- 

question,  and  yoVhrrToTeHh:  ^  t'T  "? 

"o"t;•Te^rr^"■'"'""'^- 

y  ^. .     iire  you  all  agreed  to  that  ?" 
^es.  yes.     said  the  Colonel.     "Goahe.rl      w 
won  t  mterrupt  until  you're  through  ''•     ^' 

Very  well."  resumed  Mr    ^Vrn    u-,>?.       «      • 
expression  of  satisfaetion,    :.  a^i  I'l^  ^If"! 
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say-  He  stopped  again,  utterly  at  sea  having 
talked  h.n.self  so  far  out  of  his  course  tha^  he  w"! 
unable  to  recall  either  his  sailing  port  or  his  do  H 

Cn    4:i,"^  ''  '^'''  ^-^^^   -  --  thet  : 
tession,     Well,  go  on  with  your  side  of  it  " 

'  owevef  T"''  ""'  '''  '  ""^^"^  disconcerting- 

owever.  the  quietest  of  the  party  took  im  ft 

opposition  — Roeer   Tnhnr    o         ''->'/°o^  "P  the 

with  a  cleanlren  face  'aLoir         v""  ""^" 
!,„•  ,  '*'-^'  almost  as  white  as  hie 

ha.r,  and  melancholy,  gentle,  gray  eyes    verv  .  ' 
■ke  those  of  his  brother  Jonas,  which  w  re  dark 
son  tt7r  "'  .^""-bright.     (It  was  to  Roge;' 
son  that  Jonas  had  so  magnificently  sold  the  hard 

■•t;:ar"t:: j-^^i  ^^t:  ™^ ''"°™  -  ^--"  - 

profess  on  n  'th     7      "  "'™'  ''^"  ''"""'^^  °f  ^s 
>ora     painter,    except  m  application  to  the  use 
ul  art,san  who  is  subject  to  lead-poisoning     Ce' 

tZ       'T  "'  "''  P™^^^^-"  -  the'attle 
1  w  ?  J   ""'•'''  *''"   '°°  aPP^'-ent  age  of  his 

s    nt  oM  :'  '"'  '  "'''  P^"^''  ^'  '"^  elb'ow  of  h 
a    svmbo ,    T".  """'"'''  '"'8'^'  ''='™  been  taken 

;f  J^e  conclave,  a:d":;erhermr;as  ^1,: 
to  hsten;  mdeed,  he  spoke  so  seldom  ,h"  Tthe 
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sound  of  his  voice  they  all  turned  to  him  with 
some  surprise. 

"I  suppose,"  he  began,  "that  Eskew  means  the 
devil  is  behind  all  beautiful  things." 

"Ugly  ones,  too,"  said  Mr.  Arp,  with  a  start  of 
recollection.     "And  I  wish  to  state—" 

"Not  now!"  Colonel  Flitcroft  turned  upon  him 
violently.     "You've  already  stated  it." 

"Then,  if  he  is  behind  the  ugly  things,  too,"  said 
Roger,  "  we  must  take  him  either  way,  so  let  us  be 
glad  of  the  beauty  for  its  own  sake.     Eskew  says 
this  is  a  wicked  town.     It  may  be— I  don't  know. 
He  says  it's  badly  built ;  perhaps  it  is ;  but  it  doesn't 
seem  to  me  that  it's  ugly  in  itself.     I  don't  know 
what  its  real  self  is,  because  it  wears  so  many  as- 
pects.    God  keeps  painting  it  all  the  time,  and 
never  shows  me  twice  the  same  picture;  not  even 
two  snowfalls  are  just  alike,  nor  the  days  that  fol- 
low them;  no  more  than  two  misty  sunsets  are 
alike— for  the  color  and   even  the  form  of  the 
town  you  call  ugly  are  a  matter  of  the  season  of 
the  year  and  of  the  time  of  day  and  of  the  light 
and  air.     The  ugly  town  is  like  an  endless  gallery 
which   you  can  walk  through,  from   year-end  to 
year-end,  never  seeing  the  same  canvas  twice,  no 
matter  how  much  you  may  want  to— and  there's 
the  pathos  of  it.     Isn't  it  the  same  with  people— 
with  the  characters  of  all  of  us,  just  as  it  is  with 
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our  faces  >     No  face  remains  the  same  for  Uvo  sue- 
cessive  days — " 

•'It  don't?-  Colonel  Fliteroft  interrupted,  with 
an  explosive  and  rueful  incredulity  "Well  I'd 
like  to-"  Second  thoughts  came  'to  him  almost 
irnmediately.  and.  as  much  out  of  gallantry  as 
through  discretion,  fearing  that  he  might  be  taken 
as  thinking  of  one  at  home,  he  relapsed  into 
silence. 

Not  so  with  the  others.  It  was  as  if  a  fire 
cracker  had  been  dropped  into  a  sleeping  poultrv- 
yard  Least  of  all  could  Mr.  Arp  contain  himself 
At  the  top  of  his  voice,  necessarily,  he  agreed 
with  Roger  that  faces  changed,  not  only  from  day 
to  day  and  not  only  because  of  light  and  air  and 
such  things,  but  from  hour  to  hour,  and  from 
minute  to  minute,  through  the  hideous  stimulus 
oi  hypocrisy. 

The  "argument"  grew  healed;  half  a  dozen  tidy 
quarrels  arose;  all  the  sages  went  at  it  fiercely 
except  Roger  Tabor,  who  stole  quietly  away' 
The  aged  men  were  enjoying  themselver  thoroughly' 
especially  those  who  quarrelled.  Naturally  the 
frail  bark  of  the  topic  which  had  been  launched 
was  whirled  about  by  too  many  side-currents  to 
remain  long  in  sight,  and  soon  became  derelict 
while  the  intellectual  dolphins  dove  and  tumbled 
in   the  depths.      At  the  end  of  twenty  minutes 
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Mr.  Arp  emerged  upon  the  surface,  and  in  his 
mouth  was  this: 

"Tell  me.  why  ain't  the  Churcli — why  ain't  the 
Church  and  the  rest  of  the  believers  in  a  future  life 
lookin'  for  immortality  at  the  other  end  of  life, 
too?  If  we're  immortal,  we  always  have  been; 
then  why  don't  they  ever  speculate  on  what  we 
were  before  we  were  born  ?  It's  because  they're 
too  blame  selfish  —  don't  care  a  flapdoodle  about 
what  was,  all  they  want  is  to  go  on  livin'  forever." 

Mr.  Arp's  voice  had  risen  to  an  acrid  trium- 
phancy,  Vv^hen  it  suddenly  faltered,  relapsed  to  a 
murmur,  and  then  to  a  stricken  silence,  as  a  tall,  fat 
man  of  overpowering  aspect  threw  open  the  outer 
door  near  by  and  crossed  the  lobby  to  the  clerk's 
desk.  An  awe  fell  upon  the  sages  with  this  advent. 
They  were  hushed,  and  after  a  movement  in  their 
chairs,  with  a  strange  effect  of  huddling,  sat  dis- 
concerted and  attentive,  like  school- boys  at  the 
entrance  of  the  master. 

The  personage  had  a  big,  fat,  pink  face  and  a 
heavily  undershot  jaw,  what  whitish  beard  he  wore 
following  his  double  chin  somewhat  after  the  man- 
ner displayed  in  the  portraits  of  Henry  the  Eighth. 
His  eyes,  very  bright  under  puffed  upper  lids,  were 
intolerant  and  insultingly  penetrating  despite 
their  small  size.  Their  irritability  held  a  kind  of 
hotness,  and  yet  the  personage  exuded  frost,  not 
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of  the  weathfr,  all  about  him.  Vou  could  not 
imagine  man  or  angel  daring  io  greet  this  being 
genially— sooner  throw  a  kiss  to  Mount  Pilatus! 

"Mr.  Brown,"  he  said,  with  ponderous  hostihty, 
in  a  bull  bass,  to  the  clerk  —  the  kind  of  voice 
which  would  have  made  an  express  train  leave  the 
track  and  go  round  the  other  way— "do  you  hear 
me?" 

"Oh  yes,  Judge,"  the  clerk  replied,  swiftly,  in 
tones  as  unlike  those  which  he  used  for  strange 
transients  as  a  collector's  voice  in  his  ladylove's 
ear  is  unlike  that  which  he  propels  at  delinquents. 
"Do  you  see  that  snow.?"  asked  the  personage, 
threateningly. 

"Yes,  Judge."  Mr.  Brown  essayed  a  placating 
smile.     "Yes,  indeed,  Judge  Pike." 

"  Has  your  employer,  the  manager  of  this  hotel, 
seen  that  snow?"  pursued  the  personage,  with  a 
gesture  of  unspeakable  solemn  menace. 
"Yes,  sir.     I  think  so.     Yes,  sir." 
"  Do  you  think  he  fully  understands  that  I  am 
the  proprietor  of  this  building?" 
"Certainly,  Judge,  cer— " 

"You  will  inform  him  that  I  do  not  intend  to 
be  discommoded  by  his  negligence  as  I  pass  to 
my  offices.  Tell  him  from  me  that  unless  he  keeps 
the  sidewalks  in  front  of  this  hotel  clear  of  snow  I 
will  cancel  his  lease.     Their  present  condition  is 
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outrageous.    Do  you  understand  me?    Outrageous! 
Do  you  hoar?" 

"Yes,  Judge,  I  do  so,"  answered  the  clerk, 
hoarse  with  respect.  '  I'll  see  to  it  this  minute,' 
Judge  Pike." 

"You  had  better."  The  personage  turned  him- 
self about  and  began  a  grim  progress  toward-  jhe 
door  by  which  he  had  entered,  his  eyet  .ng 
themselves  angrily  upon  the  zcmchxe  at  the  win- 
dows. 

Colonel  Flitcroft  essayed  a  smile,  a  faltering  one. 

"Fine  weather.  Judge  Pike,"  he  said,  hopefully. 

There  was  no  response  of  any  kind ;  the  under- 
shot jaw  became  more  intolerant.  The  personage 
made  his  opinion  of  the  group  disconcertingly 
plam.  and  the  old  boys  understood  that  he  knew 
them  for  a  worthless  lot  of  senile  loafers,  as  great  a 
nuisance  in  his  building  as  was  the  snow  without; 
and  much  too  evident  was  his  unspoken  threat 
to  see  that  the  manager  cleared  them  out  of  there 
before  long. 

He  nodded  curtly  to  the  only  man  of  substance 
among  them,  Jonas  Tabor,  and  shut  the  door  be- 
hind him  with  majestic  insult.  He  was  Canaan's 
millionaire. 

He  was  one  of  those  dynamic  creatures  who 
leave  the  haunting  impression  of  their  wills  be- 
hind them,  like  the  tails  of  Bo-Peep's  sheep,  like 
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Each  of  then,  was™, '  "  '     :;  -;'  ^^-■ 
esfmation,  and  kncu-  that  ho  ha,l  be  „  m    ■      " 

t  en,;  that  he  was  reviving  fL  s  oV„  "^^'^ 
edness  through  the  later  snubb.ng  „f  the  eobto> 
also  that  he  might  further  seek  to  reeo«r  ht 
PO^- by  an  attack  on  then,  for  elutterrru^th': 

..  tf  f  "'pT'  /°™'  '^•'"»'-  "-'"^  'he  first  to  speak 
nS/"''  '"'*'"'  ""■""'''>•  -"•"  he  saiHd: 

deilr^n^^^i^Hnr.  '"""^  '^"^^*-  -•"' 
„,e„'?''   '"■"  ^''°='^   P^'^^   Bradbury;  ",nig,,ty 

••He-sa  great  man."  whee.,ed  Uncle  Joe  Davev 

a  great  man,  Judge  Mnrtin  Pii,  ^a^ey. 

"I   oxnert    h„    ,  ''■  ^  S^'^^*  '"an!" 

1  expect  he  has  considerable  on   his  mind  " 

said  the  Colonel,  who  had  grown  ™rv  red       .'r 
not,ced  that  he  hardly  seemed  to  see  us  " 

attaint'  7/'  "'■  ''''*"y  corroborated,  with  an 
attempt  at  an  amused  laugh.     "I  noticed  it  too 
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Of  c-ourso  a  man  with  all  his  cares  and  interests 
must  git  ahscnt-tnindcr)  n(Mv  and  then  " 

•'Of   cours.    Ik.    d.,cs.-    said    the   colonel      "A 
man  with  all  his  responsibilities." 

"  Ves.  that's  so.-  came  a  chorus  of  the  brethren 
finding  comfort  and  reassurance  as  their  voices  and 
spirits  began  to  recover  from  the  blight 

Mr.  Rradbury-"kind  of  a  ball  Mamie  Pike's  givin' 
for  the  young  folks.     Quite  a  doin  s.  I  hear '• 

mentf  ^      u  '    "'°'"''^>'-     "^^''^   ^"^ertain- 

ments  they  have  nowadays.     Spend  all  the  money 

sahd  .nTVt  '  '""  Indianapolis,  chicken 
salad  and  darkey  waiters  from  Chicago!  And 
-ha.  I  want  to  know  is.  Whafs  this  town  goin'  to 
ao  about  the  nigger  question  >" 

;•  What  about  it.>"   Mr.   Arp  mocked,   fiercely, 
i  ou  better  say.  '  What  about  it  ?' " 

fasilT'"'   '''^''■"  "'"^"'"'""^  ^^'-   I^^vey,   stead- 

"ril  bet  there  ain't  any  less  than  four  thousand 

the  fioor  with  his  stick.     "  Every  last  one  of  'em 
criminals,  and  more  comin'  on  every  train  " 

iNo  such  a  thing."  said  Squire  Buckalew,  living 
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up  to  his  bounden  duty.     -You  loo,    down  the 
street.     There's  the  ten-forty-five  comin*  in  now 
111  bet  you  a  straight  five-cent  Peek-a-Boo  cijrar 
there  am't  ary  nigger  on  the  whole  train,  except 
the  sleepin'-  car  porters." 

"What  kind  of  a  way  to  argue  is  that>"  de- 

ma.Kled  Mr.  Arp.  hotly.     "Bettin"  ain't   proof,  is 

It?     Besides,  that's  the  through  express  fn.m  the 

t-ast.     I  meant  trains  from  the  wSouth. " 

"You  didn't  say  so."  retorted  Buckalew.   tri- 

"our  bT^'""     "^^'"^  ^"^  ^°"'  ^'^'  ^'^'''''  '^''^  ^« 

"My  bet!"  cried  the  outraged  Eskew.     'Who 
ottered  to  bet.'" 

"You    did."    :-eplied    the   Squire,   with   perfect 
assurance   and   sincerity.     The   others   supported 
him  m  the  heartiest  spirit  of  on-with-the-dance 
and  war  and  joy  were  unconfined. 

A  decrepit  hack  or  two,  a  couple  of  old-fashion- 
ed surreys,  and  a  few  "cut-unders"  dn  ve  by  bear 
ing  the  newly  arrived  and  their  valises,  the  hotel 
omnibus  depositing  several  commercial  travellers 
at   the  door.     A   solitary   figure  came   from   the 
station  on  foot,  and  when  it  appeared  within  fair 
range  of  the  window.  Uncle  Joe  Davey.  who  had 
but  hovered  on  the  flanks  of  the  combat,  first  re- 
moved his  spectacles  and  wiped  them,  as  though 
distrusting  the  vision  they  offered  him,  then,  re- 
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Pl|icin«  them,  scannerl  an.u-  the  approaching  figure 
and  utt(TO(l  a  shiothcrol  cry 

•^My  Lcn-d  Ami^hty-  he  gasped.  -  Whaf  s 
tnis.''     Look  there! 

Tliey  l,«kc.l.  A  truce  ca.nc  inv.luntarily.  an.l 
I  .y  «t  ,n  paralytic  silcnc..  as  the  figure  madcTts 
stiUely  an,I  sc„»ati„nal  proyrcss  abn^  Main  Street 

N"  only  the  aKcl  men  were  sn,ittcn.  Men 
s  .ovelhn„  s„o„.  fr,™  t|  ,  ,,,,,„,„,,  ^  ^" 

.ienly  ,n  the.r  labors:  two  women,  talking  busi Iv 

att.tu.ies  as  ,t  passe,!;  a  grocers  clerk,  crossing 
the  pavement,  carrying  a  heavily  laden  basket  to 
h,s  dehvery  wagon,  halted  half-way  as  the  figure 
came  near,  and  then,  making  a  pivot  of  his  ifej 
-s  .t  w-ent  by.  beha^■ed  towards  it  as  does  he' 
magnetic  needle  to  the  pole 

It  was  that  of  a  tall  gentleman,  cheerfullv,  though 
some«.hat   w,th    ennui,    en.luring   his   nineteemh 
«  mtcr.     H,s  long  and  slender  face  he  wore  smiling 
beneath  an  accurately  cut   plaster  of  dark  ha^ 
corn,cmg  h,s  forehead,  a  fashion  followed  by  many 
youths  of  that  year.     This  perfect  bang  was  shown 
under  a  round  black  hat  whose  rim  was  so  small  as 
aln>ost  not  to  be  there  at  all;  and  the  head  wa 

r.s,ng  three  mches  above  the  blue  billows  of  a  puffed 
cravat,  upon  which  floated  a  large,  hollow  pearf 
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His  ulster    sp„rting  a  big  cape  at  the  shrmlrlers 

h'"tch  cloth,  patterns  i„  faint,  urav-an.l.vvhk, 
S'luaros  the  si^e  o.  ..a«KaKc-chccks.  anV  v ,  .^ 
'■■"«  that  the  skirts  traile,,  in  the  sn.,«..     ,    s  e^ 

^•.™     r'  •;■   ""  ••''■"-'^■'y  <— I.    v.„u,„i„  , 
garments   ,h.a    ucre    the   t.,il„rs'  cannv  r,..a.ti..n 
.>n,  the  t,«ht  trousers  .ith  which  the  •Eighties 
egun   thy  were,  m  color,  a  palish  russet,  hroa.ily 

spint  ot  fashion  so  far  as  they  permitted  a  liberal 

knee  act,on  to  take  place  almost  without  supe 

fical  effect.     Upon  h,s  feet  glistened  lon«  slo . 

shap,.!.  save  for  the  heels,  like  sharp  raeing-shel  s 

these,  were  partially  proteCcI  by  tan-eolorert  Iw 

«a,ters  w,th  flat,  shiny,  brown  buttons.     In  one 

hand  the  youth  swtmg  a  bone-handled  walking! 

sttck.  perhaps  an  inch  and  a  half  in  .liameter  tit- 

other  earned  a  yellow  leather  banjo-case,  upon  the 

vnh  h,s  head  up.  making  use.  however,  of  a  gait  at 
that   t,mc  new   to  Canaan,   a   seeming  supe  bK 
■rrcspo„s,be    lounge,    engendering    much    m"!  'o 
of  the  shoulders,  producing  an  effect  of  carelessnes 
combmed  with  indepen.lcnce-an  effect  which  the 
.nnoeent  have  been  known  to  hail  as  an  uneon 
scious  one.  ""^un 
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He  looked  about  him  as  he  came,  smiling.v.  with 
an  expression  of  princely  amusement— as  an  elder- 
ly cabinet  minister,  say,  strolling  about  a  village 
where  he  had  spent  some  months  in  his  youth    a 
hamlet  which  he  had  then  thought  large  and  im'- 
Posmg,   but  which,  being  revisited  after  years  of 
cosmopolitan  glory,  appeals  to  his  whimsy'and  his 
pity.     The  youth's  glance  at  the  court-house  un- 
mistakably said:  "Ah,  I  recall  that  odd  little  box 
I  thought  it  quite  large  in  the  days  before  I  be- 
came wliat  I  am  now,  and  I     dare  say  the  good 
townsfolk  still   think  it   an  imposing  structure'" 
With  everything  in  sight  he  deigned  to  be  amused 
especially   with  the  old    faces    in    the    "National 
House  "  windows.     To   these   he  waved    his  stick 
with  airy  graciousness. 

"My    soul!"    said    Mr.    Davey.     "It    seems    to 
know  some  of  us!" 

"Yes,"   agreed   Mr.    Arp,    his   voice   recovered 
"  and  /  know //. " 

"You  do.>"  exclaimed  the  Colonel. 
^    "  I  do,  and  so  do  you.     It's  Fannv  Louden's  boy 
Oene,  come  home  for  his  Christmas  holidays." 

"By  George!  you're  right,"  cried  Flitcroff  "I 
recognize  him  now." 

"But  what's  the  matter  with  him.?"  asked  Mr 
Bradbury,  eagerly.  "  Has  he  joined  some  patent- 
medicine  troupe.?" 
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to'ci^asti:,  ^:^"^'^   '^^'-     •■«'  --  E.t 

^  -  don.     „  ;„,  ./-l-;:-;;-^^ 

"Oh.  you  wouldn't,  uouldn't  vou.  [onas-^"    \W 

::  ^t  '1  ""™^  °'  ^"^■"-  '-^^  "k'  " 

r1.         -..         '''"   ""^'   '"   '""^■■fe'-o  «-ith    •Gene 
Bantry.     Fanny',,   lock   th.  old   f,„,    up  in   T. 

The  lofty  vision  lurched  out  of  view 
"I  reckon."  sai.I  the  Colonel,  leaning  forward  to 
ee  the  last  of  it-- 1  reckon  Henry  Lotden'  a 'o  .t 
the  saddest  case  of  abused  step-father  I  ever  saw' • 

havii    sens  ™™  '"T''  """  "'■  -^n'-"'---  not 

son  of  w        '"°"^^  "°*  '°  ""•'^^y-     H™  "ith  a 

son  of  his  own.  too!" 

«.th  a  son  ot  her  own,  and  that  widow  Fannyi" 

Bantry      Mr.  Davey  asked,  not  for  infomation 
as  he  .mmediately  answered  himself.     "Y^u  het 

VTl  «f '  '"'  '"'■'>■'  ™'^  'he  roost?  Yes 
she  d,d^  .She  made  a  god  of  'Gene  from  the  d  .v 
he  was  born.  Bantry's  house  was  run  for  him  hke 
Louden  s  is  now." 
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tion^^"'V,?^'"  "'"^"^"^^^   ^^'-  ^^^P.  ^vith    sati'  .c. 
tion,     a.  the  way  he's  turned  out!" 

"He  ain't  turned  out  at  all  yet;  lie's  too  young  " 

...1  Buckalew.     "  Besides,  elothes  don't  n.ake  tl 
iiiun. 

"Wasn't  he  smokin'  a  eigareet!"  eried  Eskew 
triumphantly.     This  was  final 

"It's  a  pity  Henry  Louden  can't  do  something 
or  .•  own  son,"  said  Mr.  Bradbury.     "Whvdon'? 
ne  send  him  away  to  college'" 

"Fanny   won't    let    him,""   chuckled    Mr.    Arp 
malevoent  V.     '  Takp<i  nil  »!,„■  ,  ^' 

keen    '(■.„„    n,  "  '"P'""  "^"""Se   to 

keep    Gene     here  m   stMe.     I  don't  blame  her 

C.  ne  eertamly  acts  th.  fool,  but  that  Joe  Louden 
.s  the  ornenest  boy  I  ever  saw  in  an  ornery  world- 

BueS:^^r:::-t':hint  :■:"  ^"■°"^-:  ^'™"^^' 
ndoe.see..„dorr-3t^^rt;::^;Sh:"t 

money -Bantry  d.dn't  leave  anything  to  spelk 
of-has  to  go  to  keepin'  'Gene  on  the  fat  of    he 
land,  w,th  Joe  gittin'  up  at  half-past  four  to  cal 
papers,  and  him  goin'  on  nmeteen  years  old  '     ' 
I   s  all  he  s  fit  for!"  e.xclaimed  Eskew      "  He's 
low  down,  I  tell  ye.     Ain't  it  only  last  week  Judge 
P  ke  caught  h,n,  shootm'  eraps  with  Pike's  n.gge 
druer  and  some  other  n.gger  hired -men  in  fhe 
alley  baek  of  Pikes  barn." 
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Arr.  Schindlincrer,  the  retired  grocer,  one  of  the 
s.  ent  members,  corroborated  Eskcu-s  information 

^  I  heert  dot.  too/-  he  gave  forth,  m  h.s  fat  voic  ■ 
He  blays  dommoes  pooty  often  n.  der  room  back 
ott   Louie  Farbach's  tsaloon.     I  see  him  myse^ 
Pooty  often.     Blayin'  fer   a    leedle  money -!^t 
loafers!     Loafers'"  -^      "^ 

What  could  you  expect  Joe  to  be-  retorted 
Squ,re    Buckalew.     "What   chance    has   he   e  e 

h."■;etc^:^^^Vrr■cr""r"Tr^- 
tH...-a,uh,   .c,;t£::,Hhe™;rj::eT 

and  now  colkge!"  ^t^i- money. 

chS.e''"  ■'■Hf.e^d'firfr  T''''  ''■'-''  ^ 

Ills  xieaa  s  so  tull  of  schemes  ft^r  mn 

n.ng  th,s  town  and  state,  too,  it's  a  wonder  Td^t' 
bust.     Henry  Louden   told  me  he's  see   Toe  Tet 
around  and  study  by  the  hour  how  to  sai    hre 
mdhon  dc^lars  for  the  state  in  two  years  ' 

Eskew    . L  Ir"'  ''  T"  ""  '°'  ''™«"f'"  ^'dded 
hand  Star  hT?'^"''^  ^°"'"  °"  »  =-°nd- 

to  the.r  dot^::::.  t:--  ^'""-^  '°"^=  ■"^■-  -^^ 
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"'i'hat's   booMiso  he's  -..t  so  shabby  he's  quit 
goin'  with  em,"  said   Buckalcv.-. 

"  Xo.  it  ain't."  snapped  Mr.  Arp.  "It's  be- 
cause he's  so  low  d.jwn.  He's  no  more  'n  a  town 
outcast.  There  ain't  ary  one  of  the  girls  '11  have 
a  thing  to  do  wi;h  him,  except  that  rip-rarin'  tom- 
boy next  door  to  Louden's;  and  the  others  don't 
have  much  to  do  with  her,  neither,  I  can  tell  ye. 
That  Arie  Tabor—" 

Colonel  Flitcroft  caught  him  surreptitiously  by 
the  arm.  "S/?,  Eskew!"  he  whispered.  "Look 
out  what  you're  sayin'!" 

"You  needn'^  nind  me,"  Jonas  Tabor  spoke  up, 
crisply.  "  I  washed  my  hands  of  all  responsibility 
for  Roger's  branch  of  the  family  long  ago.  Never 
was  one  of  'em  had  the  energy  or  brains  to  make 
a  decent  livin',  beginning  with  Roger;  not  one 
worth  his  salt!  I  set  Roger's  son  up  in  business, 
and  all  the  return  he  ever  made  me  was  to  go  into 
bankruptcy  and  take  to  drink,  till  he  died  a  sot, 
like  his  wife  did  of  shame.  I  done  all  I  could 
when  I  handed  him  over  my  store,  and  I  n^ver 
expect  to  lift  a  finger  for  'em  again.  Ariel  Tabor's 
my  grandniece,  but  she  didn't  act  like  it,  and  you 
can  say  anything  you  like  about  her,  for  what  I 
care.  The  last  time  I  spoke  to  her  was  a  year 
and  a  half  ago,  and  I  don't  reclcon  Fli  ever  trouble 
to  again." 
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"Hon-  was  that.  Jonas?"  quickly  incjuireci   Mr 

Davey.  who.  being  the  eldest  of  the'partl.  was      e 

most  cunous.     "What  happened^ -  '''''' '^'' 

She  was  out  in  the  street,   up  on  tint  hiph 

r  de,  and  she  was  s.tt.n'  on  it  like  a  man  does      I 
stopped    and    told    her    she    wasn't    respee  able 
Suteen  years  old,  goin'  on  seventeen !" 
VVhat  did  she  say?" 

.oudt:tfhe"redta,  ^7'    '"    ™'^^^    >=--'"« 

sting  in  his  :o:r.Va„xr"'^""™'^'*''^" 

"What  did  you  do?" 

"I  went  up  to  hor  and  told  her  she  wasn'-  a 
decent  g,rl,  and  shook  the  wheel."  M  Ta;or 
.llustrated  by  seizing  the  lapels  of  Joe  Davey  and 
shak,ng  h,n,.     ■•  I  told  her  if  her  grandfather  had 

avi:":hat^^''  '''r  """--^-'d  hidin  for  be 

hvTl,  Tf      ■  '"•■«'="i"g  in  the  wrath  incited 

by  the  recollection  that  he  had  not  to  do  w,th  a„ 
.nanimate  object,  swung  the  gasoin?  and  IT, 
Mr    Davo.r  „    ji     ,     °         ttisping  and  helpless 

'  r  ,ho  r^.      ■".  ^  ''^'''  '""^  '"''h  '"  his  chair 
I  shook  It  good  and  hard'" 

^  J  What  did  she  do  then?"  asked  Peter  Brad- 
pur^ter"  °"  '""■"  ^^P'-dJ°-^.  "O'ently.    "On 
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"I  wisht  she'd  killed  ye,"  said  Mr.  Davev,  in  a 
choking  voice,  as,  released,  he  sank  back  in  his 
chair. 

"On  purpose!"  repeated  Jonas.  "And  smashed 
a  straw  hat  I  hadn't  had  three  months!  All  to 
pieces!     So  it  couldn't  be  fixed!" 

"And  vvliat  then?"  pursued  Bradbury. 

"She  ran,"  replied  Jonas,  bitterly— "ran!  And 
Joe  Louden— Joe  Louden—"  He  paused  and 
gulped. 

"What  did  he  do?"  Peter  leaned  forward  in 
his  chair  eagerly. 

The  narrator  of  the  outrage  gulped  again,  and 
opened  and  shut  his  mouth  before  responding. 

"  He  said  if  I  didn't  pay  for  a  broken  spoke  on 
his  wheel  he'd  have  to  sue  me!" 

No  one  inquired  if  Jonas  had  paid,  and  Jonas 
said  no  more.  The  recollection  of  his  wrongs, 
together  with  the  illustrative  violence  offered  to 
Mr.  Davey,  had  been  too  much  for  him.  He  sank 
back,  panting,  in  his  chair,  his  hands  fluttering 
nervously  over  his  heart,  and  closed  his  eyes. 

"I  wonder  why,"  ruminated  Mr.  Bradbury— "  I 
\\onder  why  'Gene  Bantry  walked  up  from  the 
deepo.  Don't  seem  much  like  his  style.  Should 
think  he'd  of  rode  up  in  a  hack. 

"Sho!"  said  Uncle  Joe  Davey,  his  breath  re- 
covered.    "He  wanted   to   walk   up   past   Judge 
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I  wat';::ir^r"V  -'"^ °^  ^'-"■' 

f  at  that  JnZZlZ  ^1  u'  '  "^'""^^  '"  '°°'' 

I  walk  of  his."  '"''  ''™'"-*"«  ^"'1  n-v 

Mn  Arp  began  t„  show  signs  of  uneasiness. 
I  d  hke  mighty  well  to  kno„-."  he  siid    shif, 
ir.g  round    n  liis  chair    ■•  ir  ,u  '      ''"■" 

that's  been  abl  to  a^sJ  r  fe  ^  "T'"'^r  '"'"' 
yesterday,  Just  before T  lit  ZTV  ""n 
tned  to,  but  r  d,dn-t  hear  annhi  eoj^'"™" 

s.der  anyways  near  even  a  fair'  argument  " 

A.:^ir:;,-hat^*';x,'":2x\,^ 

-ore  degenerate  than  the  ancient  Romlns.- 
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IAIN  STREET,  already  muffled  by 
the  snow,  added  to  its  quietude  a 
frozen  hush  where  the  wonder-bear- 
Jing  youth  pursued  his  course  along 
its  white,  straight  way.  None  was 
there  in  whom  impertinence  overmastered  aston- 
ishment, or  who  recovered  from  the  sight  in  time 
to  jeer  with  efTect:  no  "Trab's  boy"  gathered 
courage  to  enact  in  the  thoroughfare  a  scene  of 
mockery  and  of  joy.  Leaving  business  at  a  tem- 
porary stand-still  behind  him,  Mr.  Bantry  swept 
his  long  coat  steadily  over  the  snow  and  soon 
emerged  upon  that  part  of  the  street  where  the 
mart  gave  way  to  the  home.  The  comfortable 
houses  stood  pleasantly  back  from  the  street,  with 
plenty  of  lawn  and  shrubbery  about  them;  and 
often,  along  the  picket-fences,  the  laden  branches 
of  sm.all  cedars,  bending  low  with  their  burden, 
showered  the  young  man's  swinging  shoulders 
glitteringly  as  he  brushed  by. 
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And  now  that  expression  he  wore— the  indulgent 
amusement  of  a  man  of  the  world-began  to  dis- 
integrate and  show  signs  of  change  It  became 
finely  grave,  a.s  of  a  high  conventionalitv.  lofty 
assured,  and  mannered,  as  he  approached  the  Pike 
mansion.  (The  remotest  stranger  m.st  at  once 
perceive  that  the  Canaan  papers  could  not  have 
called  It  otherwise  without  pain.) 

It  was   a   big.  smooth-stone-faced  he  use,  prod- 
uct of  the  'Seventies,  frowning  under  an  outra- 
geously msistent  mansard,  capped   bv  a   cupola 
and  stanng  out  of  lor^g  ^^■indows  over'topped  with 
ornamental-  slabs.     Two  cast-iron  deer,  painted 
death-gray,   twins  of  the  same  mould,   stood  on 
opposite  sides  of  the  front  walk,  their  backs  towards 
It  and  each  other,  their   bodies   in   profile  to  the 
street,    the:r  necks   bent,    however,    so   that   they 
gazed    upon   the    ,  asser-by-yet    gazed    without 
emotion.     Two  large,  calm  dogs  guarded  the  top 
of  the  steps  leading  to  the  front-door;  they  also 
were   tvvins   and   of  the   same   interesting  metal, 
though  honored  beyond  the  deer  by  coats  of  black 
pamt  and  shellac.     It  was  to  be  remarked  that 
these  dogs  were  of  no  .listinguishable  species  or 
breed,    yet    they    were    unmistakably    dogs;    the 
dullest  must  have  recognized  them  as  such  at  a 
glance,   which   was.    perhaps,    enough.     It    was   a 
hideous  house,  important-looking,  cold,  yet  harsh^ 
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ly  aggressive,  a  house  whose  exterior  prox-oked  » 
shuddering  guess  of  the  brass  lambrequins  and 
plush  fnnjTcs  within;  a  solid  house,  obvicmsly- 
nay.  blatantly-the  residence  of  the  principal  ati- 
zen.  whom  it  had  grown  to  resemble,  as  is  the 
mipish  habit  of  houses;  and  it  sat  in  the  midrllo 
•>f  Its  Hat  acre  of  snowy  lawn  likx'  a  rich,  fat  man 
enraged  and  sitting  straight  up  in  bed  to  swear. 

And  yet  there  was  one  charming  thing  about  this 
ugly  house.     Some  workmen  were  enclosing  a  large 
side  porch  with  heavy  canvas,  evidently  for  festal 
purposes.     Locking  out  from   L.tween  two  strips 
of  the  canv-^s       .s  the  rosy  and  delicate  face  of  a 
pretty   girl,    smiling  upon    Eugene    Bantry   as   he 
passed.     It  was  an  obviously  pretty  face,  all  the 
youth   and    prettiness   there    fc^r   your   very    first 
glance;  elaborately  pretty,  like  the  splendid  pro- 
fusion of  hair  about  and  above  it-amber-colored 
iKiir.  upon  which  so  much  time  had  been  spent  that 
a  circle  of  large,  round  cur.'s  rose  above  the  mass  of 
It  hke  golden  bubbles  tipjnng  a  coronet. 

The  girl's  fingers  were  pressed  thoughtfully 
against  her  chin  as  Eugene  strode  into  view  •  im- 
mediately her  eyes  widened  and  brightened  '  He 
swung  along  the  fence  with  the  handsomest  ap- 
pearance of  unconsciousness,  until  he  reached  a 
pomt  nearly  opposite  her.  Then  he  turned  his 
head,  as  if  haphazardly,  and  met  her  eyes.     At  once 
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•he  threw  out  her  hand  towards  him,  waving  him 
a  greetmg-a  gesture  which,  ris  her  finders  had  been 
near  her  hps.  was  a  little  like  throwing  a  kiss  He 
crooke<l  an  ell.ow  and  with  a  one-two-three  military 
movement  remcn-e.l  his  small  -  brimmed  hat  ex- 
tended  it  to  full  arm's-len^'th  at  the  shouMer-level 
returned  ,t  to  his  head  with  Lif.-Guard  preeision.' 
rhis  was  also  new  to  Canaan.  He  was  lettinL^ 
Mamie  Pike  have  it  all  at  once. 

The  impression  was  as  lar^^e  as  he  could  haxe 
desired.  She  remained  at  the  opening'  in  the  can- 
vas and  watched  him  until  he  wagged  his  shoulders 
round  the  next  corner  and  disappeared  into  a  cross 
•street.  As  lor  Euj^rene,  he  was  calm  with  a  ureat 
calm,  and  very  red. 

He  had  not  covered  a  great  distance,  however 
>re  his  gravity  was  replaced  bv  his  former  smil- 
nig  look  of  the  kmded  gentleman  amused  bv  the 
mnocent  pastimes  of  the  peasants,   though  'there 
was  no  one  in  sight  except  a  woman  sweeping  some 
snow  from  the  front  steps  of  a  cottage,  and  she 
not  perceiving  him.  retired  in-doors  without  know- 
ing her  loss.     He  had  come  to  a  thinly  built  part 
of  the  town,  the  perfect  (,uiet  of  which  made  the 
sound  he  heard   as   he  opened   the  picket  gate  of 
his  own  home   all    the  more  startling.      It  w-^  a 
scream— loud,  frantic,  and  terror-stricken 
Eugene  stopped,  with  the  gate  half  open 
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Out  of  the  winter  skeleton  of  a  grape-arbor  at 
one  side  of  the  four-square  brick  house  a  f,rown- 
faeed  g.rl  of  seventeen  pnripitatod  herself  throuL^h 
the  a.r  m  the  midst  c.f  a  shou-er  <>f  t„rn  card-b„ard 
which  she  threw  before  her  as  she  leaped.     She  lit 
upon  her  toes  and  heade.l  for  the  gate  at  top  speed 
pursued   by  a   pale  young  man  whose  thin  arms 
strove    spasniodically    to    reach    her.     Scattering 
snow  behmd  them,  hair  flying,  the  pair  sped  on 
hke    wo  tattered  branches  before  a  high  wind;  for. 
as   they  came   nearer   Eugene    (of  whom,    in   the 
ensity  of  their  flight,  they  took  no  note),  it  was 
o  be  seen  that  both  were  so  shabbilv  dressed  as 
to  be  almost  ragged.     There  was  a  brown  patch 

"Pon  the  girrs  faded  skirt  at  the  knee;  the  shon 
ness  of  the  garment  indicating  its  age  to  be  some- 
thmg  over  three  years,  as  well  as  permitting  the 
knou^edge  to  become  more  general  than  befitting 
that  her  cotton  stockings  had  been  clumsily  darned 
m  several  places.     Her  pursuer  was  in  as  evil  c-ase 
his  trousers  displayed  a  tendency  to  fringcdness  at 
pocket  and  heel;  his  coat,  blowing  open  ts  he  Tan 
threw  pennants  of  tr>rn  lining  to  the  breeze    and 
ma<  e  it  too  plain  that  there  were  Init  three  buttons 
on  nis  waistcoat. 

The  girl  ran  beautifullv.  but  a  fleeter  foot  was 

<e  -d   her.   and   though  sl,e  dodged  and  evaded 

.'kc    a  creature  of  the  woorls,   the  reaching  hand 
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feJl  upon  the  loose  sleeve  of  her  red  blouse,  nor  fell 
.^'htly.  She  gave  a  wrench  of  frenzy;  the  antirmc 
labnc  refused  the  stram;  parted  at  the  shoulder 
seam  s..  thoroughly  that  the  whole  sleeve  eanie 
away-but  not  to  its  owner's  release,  for  sh.  ha<l 
been  brought  round  l>y  the  jerk,  so  that,  agile  as 
she  had  shown  herself,  the  pursuer  threw  an  arm 
about  her  neek.  before  she  could  twist  awav.  and 
iield  her. 

There  was  a  sharp  struggle,  as  short  as  it  was 
herce.     Neither   of   these   extraordinary   wrestlers 
spoke^    They   fought.     Victory  hung  m   the   bal- 
ance for  perhaps  four  seconds;  then  the  girl  was 
thrown  heavily  upon  her  back,  in  such  a  tvirmoil 
of  snow  that  she  .seemed  to  be  the  mere  nucleus  of  a 
u-htte  comet.     She  struggled  to  get  up.  plvn.g  knee 
and  elbow  with  a  very  anguish  of  .letermin.-.tion 
but    her   opponent    hold    her.    pinioned    both    her' 
wrists  w,th  one   hand,  and  with  the  other  rubbed 
great    handfuls    of    snow    into    her    face,    sparing 
neitner  mouth  nor  eyes, 

■■You  will-  he  cricl.     "Yo,,   uiil  u-ar  up  r,n- 
pictures'     A  d,rt>-  triek.  ,,„.|  you  got  w..shed  for 

1  L 

Half    suffocated,     choking,    gasping,     she    still 

fought  on.  squu-nnng  and  kicking  with  such  spirit 

hat  the  pair  of  thorn  appeared  to  the  iK-holder 

like  figures  of  mist  writhing  in  a  fountain  of  snow. 
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More  violence  was  to  mar  t!  e  peace  of  morning. 
Unexpectedly  attacked   fiom  the  rear,   the  con- 
queror was  seized  by  the  nape  of  the  neck  and  one 
wrist,  and  jerked  to  his  feet,  simultaneously  re- 
ceiving a  succession  of  kicks  from  his  assailant. 
Prompted  by  an  entirely  natural  curiosity,  he  es- 
sayed to  turn  his  head  to  see  who  this  might  be, 
but  a  twist  of  his  forearm  and  the  pressure  of  strong 
fingers  under  his  ear  constrained  him  to  remain 
as  he  was;  therefore,  abandoning  resistance,  and, 
oddly   enough,   accepting   without   comment   the 
mdication  that  his  captor  desired  to  remain  for 
the  moment  incognito,  he  resorted  calmly  to  ex- 
planations. 

"She  tore  up  a  picture  of  mine,"  he  said,  re- 
ceiving the  punishment  without  apparent  emotion. 
"She  seemed  to  think  because  she'd  drawn  it  her- 
self she  had  a  right  to." 

There  was  a  slight  whimsical  droop  at  the  corner 
of  his  mouth  as  he  spok-,  which  might  have  been 
thought  characteristic  of  him.  He  was  an  odd- 
looking  boy,  not  ill-made,  though  very  thin  and 
not  tall.  His  pallor  was  clear  and  even,  as  though 
constitutional;  the  features  were  delicate,  almost 
childlike,  but  they  were  verv  slightlv  distorted 
through  nervous  habit,  to  an  expression  at  once 
wistful  and  humt)r(jus;  one  eyebrow  was  a  shade 
higher  than  the  ..th(>r,  mip  sirlc  of  the  mouth  slightly 
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drawn  down;  the  eyelids  twitched  a  little,  habitu- 
ally; the  fine,  blue  eyes  themselves  were  almost 
comically  reproachful-the  look  of  a  puppv  who 
thmks  you  would  not  have  beaten  him  if  vou  had 
known  what  was  in  his  heart.  All  of  this  was  in 
the  quality  of  his  voice,  too,  as  he  said  to  his  in- 
visible  captor,  with  an  air  of  detachment  from  anv 
personal  feeling: 

"What  peculiar  shoes  you  wear!     I  don't  think 
I  ever  felt  any  so  pointed  before. " 

The  rescuing  knight  took  no  thought  of  offering  to 
help  the  persecuted  damsel  to  arise;  instead,   he 
tightened  his  grip  upon  the  prisoner's  neck  until 
perforce,  water— not  tears— started  from  the  lat- 
ter's  eyes. 

^^  "You  miserable  little  muff,"  said  the  conquero-, 
"what  the  devil  do  you  mean,  making  this  scene 
on  our  front  lawn?" 

^^  "Why.  it's  Eugene!"  exclaimed  the  helpless  one. 
"They  didn't  expect  you  till  to-night.  When  did 
you  get  in?" 

"Just  in  time  to  give  you  a  lesson,  my  buck  " 
replied  Bantry,  grimly.  "  In  good  time  for  that, 
my  playful  step-brother." 

He  began  to  twist  the  other's  wrist— a  treatment 
of  bone  and  ligament  in  the  application  of  which 
school -boys  and  even  freshmen  are  often  adept. 
Eugene  made  the  torture  acute,  and  was  apparently 

35 


u 


^  I 


t  ■ 


t 


i; 

h 

'.I 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

enjoying  the  work,  when  suddenly— without  any 
manner  of  warning  — he  received  an  astounding 
blow  upon  the  left  ear,  which  half  stunned  him 
for  the  moment,  and  sent  his  hat  flymg  and  himself 
reeling,  so  great  was  the  surprise  and  shock  of  it. 
It  was  not  a  slap,  not  an  open-handed  push,  noth- 
ing like  it,  but  a  fierce,  well-delivered  blow  from  a 
clinched  fi-,t  with  the  shoulder  behind  it,  and  it 
was  the  girl  who  had  given  it. 

"Don't  you  dare  to  touch  Joe!"  she  cried,  pas- 
sionately.    "  Don't  you  lay  a  finger  on  him. " 

Furious  and  red,  he  staggered  round  to  look  at 
her. 

"  You  wretched  little  wild-cat,  what  do  you  mean 
by  that?"  he  broke  out. 

"Don't  you  touch  Joe!"  she  panted.  "Don't 
you—"  Her  breath  caught  and  there  was  a  break 
in  her  voice  as  she  faced  him.  She  could  not  finish 
the  repetition  of  that  cry,  "Don't  you  touch  Joe!" 
But  there  was  no  break  in  the  spirit,  that  passion 
of  protection  which  had  dealt  the  blow.  Both  boys 
looked  at  her,  something  aghast. 

She  stood  before  them,  trembling  with  rage  and 
shivering  with  cold  in  the  sudden  wind  which  had 
come  up.  Her  hair  had  fallen  and  blew  across 
her  streaming  face  in  brown  witch-wisps;  one  of 
the  ill-  lamed  stockings  had  come  down  and  hung 
about  her  shoe  in  folds  full  of  snow;  the  arm  which 
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had  lost  its  sleeve  was  bare  an  .  t;  thin  as  tho 
arm  <.t  a  growing  boy.  it  shook  ,  .  ulsivdv  an.l 
was  red  from  shoulder  to  clinche..  t  She  wu. 
covered  with  snow.  Mists  of  whue  drift  blew 
across  her,  mercifully  half  veiling  her 

Eugene  recovered  himself.  He  swung  round 
upon  his  heel,  restored  his  hat  to  his  head  with 
precision,  picked  up  his  stick  and  touched  his 
banjo-case  with  it. 

''Carry  that  into  the  house,"  he  said,  indiffer- 
ently, to  his  step-brother. 

"Don't  you  do  it!"  said  the  girl,  hotlv,  between 
her  chattering  teeth. 

Eugene  turned  towards  her,  wearing  the  sharp 
edge  of  a  smile.  Not  removing  his  eyes  from  her 
face,  he  produced  with  deliberation  a  flat  silver 
box  from  a  pocket,  took  therefrom  a  cigarette,  re- 
placed the  box.  extracted  a  smaller  silver  box  from 
another  pocket,  shook  out  of  it  a  fusee,  slowlv  lit 
the  cigarette-this  in  a  splendid  silence,  which  he 
finally  broke  to  say,  languidly,  but  with  particular 
distinctness : 

"Ariel  Tabor,  go  home!" 

The  girl's  teeth  stopped  chattering,  her  lips  re 
maining  parted ;  she  shook  the  hair  out  of  her  eyes 
and  stared  at  him  as  if  she  did  not  understand,  but 
Joe  Louden,  who  had  picked  up  the  banjo-case  obe- 
diently, burst  into  cheerful  laughter. 
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"That's  the 


"That's  it.  'Genc,"hecric.l,  travlv 
^\-ay  to  talk  to  her!" 

"Stow  it,  you  young  cub."  repHed  Eu^jene    not 

hisL^Z"'"  ■l"'""'^""^  '^'  °'^"'  "°t  relaxing 
h>s  famtly  sm,l,ng  stare  at  the  girl-"!  „ean  thaf 

th,s  k,nd  of  thmg  occurrmg  upon  our  front  lawn-" 
came  df  ^k    "'"'\''"  ""'  ^'^^'^^  ^-P"^-"  -^  be- 

rAtatiorof  t  "  fi"  °^"  "''  P"*™'  "=  ^-Pfe'e 
rea  ization  of  the  figure  she  cut,  of  this  bare  artn 

"f  the  strewn  hair,  of  the  fallen  stoeking   of  ^^ 

:s  of t;?^;i  ':■ "°"-'  °' "-  patched  sh« 

Start  of  the  whole  d.shexelled  little  figure  He 
was  the  master  of  the  house,  and  he  w^  'endine 
h.  W  as  i„-.ehav.ed  children  are  sent  hlTbT 

prfetoVoTT*-."™'"^  '"^"""'y  °f  tw^  p™- 

bn  I  ant  I  'T'  *'"^  «'^^^<'^  "'  strange  and 

fcnlhant  garments,  became  slightly  intensified  as 
he  po,nted  to  the  fallen  sleeve  a  rag  of  red  and 
sn.nv,  lymg  near  her  feet. 

"You  might  take  that  with  you?"  he  said    in 
terrogatively.  •    " 
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Her  gaze  had  not  wavered  in  meeting  his,  hut 
at  this  her  eyelashes  began  to  wink  uncontrollably 
her  ehm  to  tremble.     She  bent  over  the  sleeve  and' 
picked  It  up,  before  Joe  Louden,  who  had  started 
towards  her.  could  do  it  for  her.     Then  turnmg 
her  head  still  bent  so  that  her  face  was  hidden 
from  both  of  them,  she  ran  out  of  the  gate 

"A'  go!"  Joe  called  after  her,  vehemently  "60  / 
Just  to  show  what  a  fool  you  are  to  tlimk  'Genes 
in  earnest."  vjcut,  b 

He  would  have  followed,  but  his  step -brother 
caught  him  by  tne  arm.     "Don't  stop  her."  L. 
Eugene.     "Can't  you  tell  when  I  a.«  m  eLrn^ 
you  bally  muffj"  ^^iiit-bt, 

;'I  know  you  are."  returned  the  other,  in  a  k>w 
vc-e.     "Ichdn'twanthertothinksofory!:: 

'^ou  are  a  wise  young  judge.     She  couldn't  sta v- 
mjAa;  state,  could  she  P     I  sent  her  for  he^  own 

''She  could  have  gone  in  the  house  and  vour 
mother  might  have  loaned  her  a  jacket."  returned 
Joe.  swallowing.  "You  had  no  business  to  make 
'^er  go  out  in  the  street  like  that  " 

Eugene  laughed.  "There  isn't  a  soul  in  sight 
-and  there,  she's  all  right  now.     She's  home  " 

Ariel  had  run  along  the  fence  until  she  came  to 
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the  next  gate,  wliich  opened  upon  a  walk  leading 
to  a  shabby,  meandering  old  house  of  one  story, 
with  a  very  long,  low  porch,  once  painted  white, 
running  the  full  length  of  the  front.  Ariel  sprang 
ui;on  the  porch  and  disappeared  within  the  house. 

Joe  stood  looking  after  her,  his  eyelashes  wink- 
ing as  had  hers.  "You  oughtn't  to  have  treated 
her  that  way,"  he  said,  huskily. 

Eugene  laughed  again.  "  How  were  you  treat- 
ing her  when  I  came  up?  You  bully  her  all  you 
want  to  yourself,  but  nobody  else  must  say  even 
a  fatherly  word  to  her!" 

"That  wasn't  bullying,"  explained  Joe.  "We 
fight  all  the  time." 

"Mais  oui!"  assented  Eugene.     "I  fancy!" 

"What?"  said  the  other,  blankly. 

"Pick  up  that  banjo-case  again  and  come  on," 
commanded  Mr.  Bantry.  tartly.  "Where's  the 
mater?" 

Joe  stared  at  him.     "Where's  what?" 

"The  mater!"  was  the  frowning  reply. 

"Oh  yes,  I  know!"  said  Joe,  looking  at  his  step- 
brother curiously.  "I've  seen  it  in  stories.  Sale's 
up-stairs.  You'll  be  a  surprise.  You're  wearing 
lots  of  clothes,  'Gene." 

"  I  suppose  it  will  seem  so  to  Canaan,"  returned 
the  other,  weariedly.     "Governor  feehng  fit?" 

"I  never  saw  him."  Joe  replied;  then  caught 
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himself.     "Oh    I  spp  ^,.^,o♦ 

all  right."  '''  ^'^"  "^"^"^     ^>«.  he's 

Ihey  had  conic  into  tho  Iv.ii    .     i   i- 

ed  at  him  tlu.ughtluily.  ">tnerjook- 

^    '•'Gene."  asked  Hk"  latter,  in  a  softened  voice 
have  you  seen  Mamie  Pike  yet^" 

Mr'^tn''"1r'  "•  """^  '^^^"^'''  -^P-'-' 
o  Canaan,  that  ladies'  names  are  not  supposed 
to  be  mentioned  indiscriminately  " 

"  I^'s  only."  said  Joe,  "  that  I  wanted  to  say  that 

"Certainly.     Are  you.?" 

Both  knew  that  the  question  was  needless-  but 
Joe  answered,  gently: 

"Oh  no.  of  course  not."     He  lennprl  r^,.  3 

•■Only  that-that  Ario  Tabor's  «„!„..  " 
In,  eed!"     EuRcne  pause.1  on  the  stairs,  which 
he  hadbegun  to  ascen.h     '•Very  interesting 
I  thought,    continued  Joe,  hopefully,  str.-dght- 

uth  her     I  don  t  heheve  many  will  ask  her-Im 
a.ra,d  they  won't-and  if  you  would,  e^■en  only 
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once,  it  would  kind  of  make  up  for  "-he  faltered 
-"for  out  there."  he  finished,  nodding  his  head 
in  the  direction  of  the  gate. 

If  Eugene  vouchsafed  any  reply,  it  was  lost  in 
a  loud,  shnll  cry  from  above,  as  a  small,  intensely 
nervous-looking  woman  in  blue  silk  ran  half-  vay 
down  the  stair^  to  meet  him  and  caught  him  tear- 
fully m  her  arms. 

"Dear  old  mater!"  said  Eugene. 

Joe  went  out  of  the  front-door  quickly. 
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|HE    door  which    Ariel    had    eiitero<i 
opened    upon    a    narrow    hall,    and 
down  this  she  ran  to  her  own  room 
passing,   with  face  averted,  the  en- 
trance   to   the   broad,   low -ceilin£?ed 

in  a  tnl,       '  Tr      ""  "'""^  "■«'"«  '"ere  n„,v. 
m  a  hopeless  and  disconsolate  attitude,  with  his 

and  h  dT'  '"'  '°*"=  ^°°''-  «*-"  --open 
and  had  been  open  since  their  hinges  had  beLn 
to  g.ve  way,  when  Ariel  was  a  child      Hearing^" 

rSv  nVn?"  ""  "^"^^  ""'  *^  "°'  '-"    - 

r  dir*— n?er '""'" ''  '^ '-'' '- 

Then,  as  his  eyes  wandered  about  the  manv 
canvases  which  leaned  against  the  dingy  walkhc 
s.ghed  agam.  Usually  they  showed  their  brown 
backs,  but  to.day  he  had  turned  then,  all  toTace 

house  m  moonhght),  dawn,  morning,  noon  (Main 
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Street  at  nooni,  hijrh  sumnuT.  first  spring'  rnl 
autumn,  mj.hvinter.  all  wort-  thcre-iljiniitably  de- 
tailed, worked  t..  a  smoothness  like  a  Klaze'an.l 
all  lovmj,^ly  done  with  unthinkaMe  labor. 

And  there  were  "Italian   F< lower-Sellers."  dan. 
sels  with  careful    hair,    tuo   fi^rures  toj^ether.   one 
blonde,   the  other  as  brunette  as  la  npblaek    the 
l^lonck-in   pink  satin  an<l   blue  slippers  -leaning 
against  a  pillar  and  smiling  over  the  golden  coins 
tor  whieh  she  had  exehanged  her  iK.sies;  the  bru- 
nette seated  at  her  feet,  weeping  upon  an  unsold 
bouquet.      There  were  red -sashed   "Fisher  Lads" 
wading    with    butterHy-nets    on    their    shouklers- 
there  was  a  "Tying  the  Ribbon  on  Pusss  s  Neck"' 
there   were   i)ortraits   in   oil   and    petrifactions   in' 
crayon,  as  hard  and  tight  as  the  purses  of  those 
who   had   refused    t<.  accept   them,    leaving  them 
upon  their  maker's  hands  because  the  likeness  hue" 
failed. 

After  a  time  the  old  man  got  up.  went  to  his 
easel  near  a  window,  and.  sighing  again,  b.gan 
patiently  to  work  tipon  one  of  these  failures-a 
portrait,  in  oil,  of  a  savage  old  lady,  which  he  was 
^loing  from  a  photograph.  The  expression  of  the 
mouth  and  the  slurv,  of  the  nose  had  not  pleased 
her  descendants  ai.u  the  beneficiaries  under  the 
will,  and  It  was  upon  the  images  of  these  features 
that  Roger  labored.     He  leaned  far  for^vard.  with 
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^J"Z  '^T  '"  '^'  ^•^'"^■--  '-I'iing  his  brush.. 

through  H     T'"'""    ^''^^"""    ^""'^'"^^    «t-"''l^ 
through  the  afternoon,  and.  when  the  light  grew 

.Jimmer  leaning  closer  to  his  canvas  to  see      When 
•t  had  become  almost  dark  in  the  room,  he  lit  a 
student-lamp  with  a  green-glass  shade,  and.  plac- 
ing It  upon  a  table  beside  him.  continued  to  paint 
Ariel  s  voice  interrupted  him  at  last. 

"It's  quitting -time,   grandfather."  she  called 
gently,  from  the  cioonvay  behind  him 

He  sank  back  in  his  chair,  conscious,  for  the 
hrst  time,  of  how  tired  he  had  grown  "  I  sud 
pose  so."  he  said,  "though  it  seemed  to  me  that 
I  was  just  getting  my  hand  in."  His  eves  bright- 
ened for  a  moment.  "I  declare.  I  believe  I've 
caught  It  a  great  deal  better.  Come  and  look. 
Aneh  Doesn  t  it  seem  to  you  that  I'm  getting 
itr     Ihose  peariy  shadows  in  the  flesh—" 

"  I'm  sure  of  it.     Those  people  ought  to  be  very 
proud  to  have  it. "     She  came  to  him  quietly,  took 
the  palette  and  brushes  from  his  hands  and  began 
to  clean  them,  standing  in  the  shadow  behind  him 
It  s  too  good  for  them." 

"I  wonder  if  it  is."  he  sairl.  slowly,  leaning  for- 
ward and  curving  his  hands  about  his  eves  so  as 
to  shut  ofT  everything  from  his  view  except  the 
canvas.  "  I  wonder  if  it  is!"  he  repeated.  Then 
his  hands  dropped  sadly  in  his  lap,  and  he  sank 
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t  kind  i)(  rcNulsion,     "  Xo, 
hink   th(  v'i\'  ^ood   when 
I'xt'    Ik'vu    fooled    th.it 
•n't  look  the  sanif  afu-, 


■  I 


J   c 


^.lid.   softiv. 
■vith  chfcrful  sharp- 


hack  aj,'ain   vith  a  • 
no.   it   isn't  I     !  ai 
I've   just    finislii 
way  all  niy  luc.      , 
wards  " 

"ThcvVc  ahva-  s 
"Ah.  ah!"  he 
"Now,   Ro^'er! 
ness,  continuing  Ih-^  worl 

"I  know,  •  he  sa  d.  with  a  nlamtive  laugh  -"  I 
know.  Sr.metimes  I  think  t!  .  •  all  mv  reward 
has  been  in  the  lew  nnnutes  I've  had  just  after 
fimshn.g  them.  During  those  few  minutes  I  seem 
to  soe  in  them  all  that  I  wanted  to  p„t  in  them  • 
I  see  It  because  u  hat  I\e  been  trving  to  express 
IS  sttll  so  warm  in  my  own  eyes  that  I  seem  to  ha\e 
got  It  on  the  canvas  where  I  wanted  it." 

'*  But  ,vou  do."  she  sai.l.     "  Vou  do  get  it  there- 
to,    he  murmured,  in  return.     "I  never  did 
I  got  out  some  of  the  old  <.nes  when  I  eam<   m  this 
mo;nmg.  some  that  I  hadn't  looked  at  for  vears  and 
Its  the  same  with   them.     Vou  can  do'  it  much 
better  yourself— your  sketches  show  it." 
^"No,  no!"  she  prot-sted.  (|uiekly. 
"Yes.  they  do;  and   I  wondered  if  it  was  only 
because  you  were  ycnmg.      Bttt  those  I  did  when 
1   was  young  are  almost  the  same  as  the  ones  I 
pamt  now.     I  haven't  learned  much.     There  hasn't 
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1>een  any  one  to  show  me!     And  you  can't  learn 
Irom  print,  never!     Yet  I've  grown  in  what  I  see- 
grown  so  that  the  world  is  full  of  beautx-  to  me 
that   I   never  dreamed   of  seeing   when   I  .began 
But  I  can't  paint  it-I  can't  get  it  on  the  canvas. 
Ah,  I   think  I  might   have   known    how   to,  if   I 
hadn't  had  to  teach  myself,  if  I  could  onlv'have 
seen  how  some  of  the  other  fellows  did  their  work. 
If  I'd  ever  saved  money  to  get  away  from  Canaan 
—if  I  could  have  gone  away  from  it  and  come 
back  knowing  bow  to  paint  it— if  I  could  have  got 
to  Paris  for  just  one  mont'i!     parts— (or  just  one 
month!" 

"Perhaps  we  will;  you  can't  tell  whai  may  hap- 
pen."    It  was  always  her  reply  to  this  cry  of  his. 

''Paris— (oT  just  one  month!"  he  repeated,  with 
infinite  wistfulness,  and  then  realizing  what  an 
old,  old  cry  it  was  with  him,  he  shook  his  head, 
impatiently  sniffing  out  a  laugh  at  himself,  rose 
and  went  pottering  about  among  the  canvases, 
returning  their  faces  to  the  wall,  and  railing  at 
*^hem  mutteringly. 

"Whatever  took  me  into  it,  I  don't  know.  I 
might  have  done  something  useful.  But  I  couldn 't 
bring  myself  ever  to  consider  doing  anything  else— 
I  couldn't  bear  even  to  think  of  it!  Lord  forgive 
me,  I  even  tried  to  encourage  your  father  to  paint. 
Perhaps  he  might  as  well,  poor  boy,  as  to  have  put 
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onas  out.     Ah  me! 


all  he'd   made   into   buying  J 
There   you   go.    'Flower-Girls'!     Turn   your   silly 
faces  to  the  wall  and  smile  and  crv  there  till  I'm 
gone  and  somebody  throws  you  on' a  bonfire      I'll 
never  look  at  you  again."     He  paused,  with  the 
canvas   half   turned.     "And   yet."    he    went    on. 
reflectively,  "a  man  promised  me  thirty-five  dol- 
lars for  that  picture  once.     I  painted  it  to  order 
but  he  went  away  before  I  finished  it,  and  never 
answered  the  letters  I  wrote  him  about  it.     I  wish 
I   had  the  money  now— perhaps  we  could  have 
more  than  two  meals  a  day." 

"We  don't  need  more. "'said  Ariel,  scraping  the 
palette  attentively.  "It's  healthier  with  only 
breakfast  and  supper.  I  think  I'd  rather  have  a 
new  dress  than  dinner." 
J I  dare  say  you  would,"  the  old  man  mused 
You  re  young-you're  young.  What  were  you 
domg  all  this  afternoon,  child?" 

"  In  my  room,   trying  to  make  over  mamma's 
weddmg-dress  for  to-night." 
"To-night.?" 

"Mamie  Pike  invited  me  to  a  dance  at  their 
house." 

"Very  well;  I'm  glad  you're  going  to  be  gay  " 
he  said,  not  seeing  the  faintly  bitter  smile  that 
came  to  her  face. 

"I  don't  think  I'll  be  very  gay,"  she  answered 
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,la'„ee  ••'  '"""'  ""•■  '  '■'"-"'^"'•y  -'^r  asks  ,ne  t<, 

toniir  ■"■  "^  "■*^"'  "■"'■  - '""  '-'^  - 

"I  don't  know.     Perhaps  ifs  because  I  don't 
dress  very  well."     Then,  as  he  mode  a  sorrow"J 
gesture    she  cut  him  off  before  he  could  speak 
Oh,  .t  ,sn  t  altogether  because  we're  p,„r    it's 
more  I  don't  know  how  to  wear  what  I've  got'    he 
way  some  girls  do.     I  never  cared    much'and- 
well,  /,„  not  worrymg,  Roger!    And  I  think  I've 
done  a  good  deal  with  mamma's  dress.     It's  a  ve  v 
grand  dress.    I  wonder  I  ne^■er  thought  of  wearing  ,t 
unt,  to-day.     I  may  be  "-she  laughed  and  blushed 
-I  may  be  the  belle  of  the  ball-who  knows'" 

You  H  want  me  to  walk  over  with  you  an<I 
come  for  you  afterwards,  I  expect  " 

"Only  to  take  me.  It  may  be  late  when  I 
come  away-,f  a  good  many  slu,„U  ask  me  to 
dance,  for  once!  Of  course  I  co„ld  come  home 
alone.  But  Joe  Louden  is  going  to  sort  of  hang 
around  outs.de,  and  he'll  meet  n,e  at  the  gate  Ld 
see  me  safe  home." 

"Oh!"  he  exclaimed,  blankly, 
"Isn't  it  all  right?"  she  asked. 
"I  think  I'd  better  come  for  >ou."  he  answered 
gently^    "The  truth  is,  I-I  ,hi„k  you'd  better  not 
De  with  Joe  Louden  a  great  deal." 
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•Why?" 

vVell,  he  doesn't  seem  a  vicif)us  boy  to  me,  but 
I'm  afraid  he's  getting  rather  a  bad  name'  mv 
dear." 

"  He's  not  getting  one,"  she  said,  gravely.  "  He's 
already  got  one.  He's  had  a  bad  name  in  Canaan 
for  a  long  while.  It  grew  in  the  first  place  out  of 
shabbiness  and  mischief,  but  it  did  grow;  and  if 
people  keep  on  giving  him  a  bad  name  the  time 
will  come  when  he'll  live  up  to  it.  He's  not  any 
worse  than  I  am,  and  1  guess  my  own  name  isn't 
too  good-for  a  girl.  And  yet,  so  far,  there's  noth- 
mg  against  him  except  his  bad  name." 

"I'm  afraid  there  is,"  said  Roger.  "It  doesn't 
look  very  well  for  a  young  man  of  his  age  to  be 
doing  no  better  than  delivering  papers." 

"It  gives  him  time  to  study  law,"  she  answered 
quickly.     "If  he  clerked  all  day  in  a   store    he 
couldn't." 

^  "  I  didn't  know  he  was  studying  now.  I  thought 
I'd  heard  that  he  was  in  a  lawyer's  office  for  a  few 
weeks  last  year,  and  was  turned  out  for  setting  fire 
to  it  with  a  pipe — " 

"It  was  an  accident,"  she  interposed. 

"  But  some  pretty  important  papers  were  burned, 
and  after  that  none  of  the  other  lawyers  would 
have  him." 

"  He's  not  in  an  office,"  she  admitted.     "  I  didn't 
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Pike  threatened  to  havl  hi  "'  "■"*  J"''«''' 

know  that  he  goes  to  saloons  an    th  t  ht 
t.mate  friend  of  half  the  rife,,    „    ,  „    .tlV^  "" 
the  reason  for  if-    f^      u  '"  "-'^^^n.  and  I  know 

^vants  to  know  them,  to  understand  them-   md  h 
says  some  dav  thpv'li  ^  i     u-  '  '^"^'  ^^' 

hecanhelptLm?.""^''"''"^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

The  old  man  laughed  helplessly.      'But  I  ctn't 
let  h,m  brmg  you  home,  mv  dear'" 

were  ne.rlv    >f  ,^''^"^'^'"'^^'"    ^^"^'    ^Granddaughter 

But  I  think  it  is  a  little  because  you  n.ustn't 
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come  with  Joe,"  he  answered,  "especially  from 
the  Pikes'.  Don't  you  see  that  it  mightn't  be 
well  for  Joe  himself,  if  the  Judge  should  happen  to 
see  him  '  I  understand  he  warned  the  boy  to  keep 
away  from  the  neighborhood  entirely  or  he  would 
have  him  locked  up  for  dice-throwing.  The  Judge 
is  a  very  influential  man,  you  know,  and  as  de- 
termined in  matters  like  this  as  he  is  irritable." 

"Oh,  if  you  put  it  on  that  ground,"  the  girl 
replied,  her  eyes  softening,  "  I  think  you'd  better 
come  for  me  yourself." 

"Very  well,  I  put  it  on  that  ground,"  he  re- 
turned, smiling  upon  her 

"Then  I'll  send  Joe  word  and  get  supper,"  she 
said,  kissing  him. 

It  was  the  supper-hour  not  only  for  them  but 
everywhere  in  Canaan,  and  the  cold  air  of  tho 
streets  bore  up  and  down  and  around  corners  the 
smell  of  things  frying.  The  dining-room  windows 
of  all  the  houses  threw  bright  patches  on  the  snow 
of  the  side-yards;  the  windows  of  other  rooms, 
except  those  of  the  kitchens,  were  dark,  for  the 
rule  of  the  ])lace  was  Puritanical  in  thrift,  as  in  all 
things;  and  the  good  housekeepers  disputed  every 
record  of  the  meters  with  unha])py  gas-collectors. 
There  was  no  l)etter  housekeeper  in  town  than 
Mrs.  Louden,  nor  a  thriftier,  but  hers  was  one  of 
the  few   houses  in   Canaan,  that  evening,   which 
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showed  bright  hghts  in  the  front  n«ms  while  ths 
am.ly  were  at  supper.  It  was  proof  of  the  agita- 
t.on  caus«l  by  the  arrnal  of  Eugene  th.t  she  for- 
got to  turn  out  the  gas  in  her  parlor,  and  in  the 
chamber  she  ealle,!  a  library,  on  l,er  wav  to  the 
evening  meal.  •    '     "'^ 

That  might  not  have  been  thought  a  cheerful 
feast  for  Joe  Louden.    The  fatted  calf  was  upon  the 
board,  but  ,t  had  not  been  provided  for  the  p  odigal 
»ho.  m  th,s  ease,  was  the  brother  that  slaved  at' 
home:  the  f6te  rewarded  the  good  brother,  who  h  d 
been  m  strange  lands,  and  the  good  one  had  found 
n.uch  honor  ,n  his  wanderings,  as  he  earelesslv  let 
■t  appear.     Mrs.  Louden  brightened  inexpress^bh 
whenever  Eugene  spoke  of  himself,  and  eonse'ut^ 
y  she  glowed  most  of  the  time.     Her  husirnd- 
a  heavy,  melancholy,  silent  man  with  a  gri".led 
beard  and  no  mustache-lowered  at  Joe  through 
'-the  meal,  but  appeared  to  take  a    I  range  com 
fort  m  h,s  step-son's  elegance  and  polish.     Eugene 
uore^new  evenmg  clothes  and  waslstrous  to'::: 

Joe  escaped  as  soon  as  he  could,  though  not  be 
fore  the  count  of  his  later  sins  had  been  set  bf„^ 
Hugene  m  detail,  in  mass,  and  in  all  of  thei     Ic^t 
breadth,    and    thickness.     His    father   spike   but 
■mce,  after  nodding  heavily  to  confirm  al^ts 
-virs.  Louden  s  recital. 
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"  You  better  use  any  influence  you've  got  with 
your  brother,"  he  said  to  Eugene,  "to  make  him 
come  to  time.  I  can't  do  anything  with  him.  If 
he  gets  in  trouble,  he  needn't  come  to  me!  I'll 
never  help  iiim  again.     I'm  tired  of  it!" 

Eugene  glanced  twinklingly  at  the  outcast.  "  I 
didn't  know  he  was  such  a  roarer  as  all  that!"  he 
said,  lightly,  not  taking  Joe  as  of  enough  conse- 
quence to  be  treated  as  a  sinner. 

This  encouraged  Mrs.  Louden  to  pathos  upon 
the  subject  of  her  shame  before  other  women 
when  Joe  happened  to  be  mentioned,  ^md  the  sup- 
per was  fmished  with  the  topic.  Joe  slipped  away 
through  the  kitchen,  sneakingly,  and  climbed  the 
back  fence.  In  the  alley  he  lit  a  cheap  cigarette, 
and  thrusting  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  shiv- 
ering violently — for  he  had  no  overcoat, — walked 
away  singing  to  himself,  "A  Spanish  cavalier 
stood  in  his  retreat,"  his  teeth  afTording  an  ap- 
propriate though  involuntary  castanet  accompani- 
ment. 

His  movements  throughout  the  earlier  part  of 
tha.  evening  are  of  uncertain  report.  It  is  known 
that  he  made  a  partial  payment  of  fortv-five  cents 
at  a  second-hand  l>ook-store  for  a  number  of  vol- 
umes— GrhidstafI  on  Torts  and  some  others — which 
he  had  negotiated  on  the  instalment  system;  it  is 
also  believed  that  he  won  twenty  eight  cents  play- 
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Whtr^V"  "''■  ""'^  ■•'"'■"  ''^'""rt  Louie  Far 
bachs  bar;  but  these  things  arc  of  li„l ,. 

compared  to  the  established      et  t h  t         T"*" 

Mnr^rt:\\t'.^.-"---^^^^^^^^^^ 

trary.  the  role  of  a  quiet  observer     He  h^'  ^tr.tnU 

t2:i':x  r  r ""-  '^^^^^ 

porcn  (one  of  the  stnps  of  canvas  was  later  founH 

to  have  been  recommended  by  a  physieln  bnf  h 
commanded,  between  the  Wes'of'        Leel: 

cafon  k-tween  th,s  room,  one  of  those  used  for 
dancmg,  and  the  dim  bower  which  had  beeTmade 
of  the-  ven.nda.  whither  flirtatious  couples  made 
their  way  between  the  dances 

these  Th'.tTll'"  !"'^  ^^^■-«'roPPer  upon  any  of 
these  that  the  unmv,ted  Joe  had  come      He  was 

to  beTo  d  th    7  """^"  ^'""^'^  '^^  the  chance 
slX?f      *       P''"""'  P°''*'™-     "<^  h'^d  not  the 

heard .  ho  watched  only  to  catch  now  and  then 
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over  the  shoulders  oi  tlie  dancers,  a  titful  gUmpse 
of  a  pretty  head  that  flitted  across  the  window  - 
the  arni)er  hair  of  Mamie  Pike.  He  shivered  in  tlie 
<lrauj^hts;  and  the  floor  of  the  porch  was  cement, 
painful  to  el!)ow  and  knee,  the  si)ace  where  he  lay 
cramped  and  narrow;  but  the  golden  bubbles  of 
her  hair,  the  shimmer  of  her  dainty  pink  dress, 
and  the  fluffy  wave  of  her  lai-e  scarf  as  she  crossed 
and  recrossed  in  a  waltz,  left  him,  apparently,  in 
no  discontent.  He  watched  with  j)arted  lips,  his 
pale  cheeks  reddening  whenever  those  fair  glimpses 
were  his.  At  last  she  came  out  to  the  veranda  with 
Eugene  and  sat  ujion  a  little  divan,  so  close  to  Joe 
that,  daring  wildly  in  the  shadow,  he  reached  out 
a  trembling  hand  and  let  his  fingers  rest  upon  the 
end  of  her  scarf,  which  had  fallen  from  her  shoul- 
ders and  touched  the  floor.  She  sat  with  her  back 
to  him,  as  did  Eugene. 

"You  have  changed,  I  think,  since  last  summer," 
he  heard  her  say,  reflectively. 

"For  the  worse,  tna  ch^rief"  Joe's  expression 
might  have  been  worth  seeing  when  Eugene  said 
''ma  dierie,''  for  it  was  known  in  the  louden  house- 
hold that  Mr.  Bantry  had  failed  to  pass  his  exami- 
nation in  the  French  language 

"No,"  she  answered.  "But  you  have  seen  so 
much  and  accomplished  so  much  since  then.  You 
have  become  so  polished  and  so — "     She  paused, 
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"^^'t!ll,  then,  I  rncin  th 
thoroughly  a  man  of  the  Jlu"'^^'''''  ^'"^"^^  «« 

Voua.,offended-_,,:^:VC;-.   ^"^'^'--^^^^ 

^otatall,  not  at  -.11  -  '      ,"•    , 
venting  ,y  ,  „:,;t       ,,'^;-  «^-  B-try,  p.. 

showing  in  his  face.     ••Tho'lr        '''""'■"■''  '""' 
to  jmpiy  that  I'm  ratl.er  "welp- ""'"  ■•°''  "'^'»" 

"not  exTctiy":";^!?'  """  P-found  „<,mi„ti„„, 

Canaan  now,  an'd  eveVJ^y'-n'™^  °"  """^  "«"■ 

notatam'    I'fildttrf^^''^,;     "''"'^^^"' 
"All  Of  it?"         '"^ 'ery  amusing." 

"Not  you."  he  answered    h^ 
"  Honestly-^,,,,  ;"J^''  ^^^--g  ver>^  g^^ve. 
bled  a  little.  "       ^^'^  -^'^""g'  voice  trem- 

" Honestly- indeed -trulv-"     r 
very  close  to  her  and  the  wnr/  ^^^"^  ^^^"^d 

••  Vou  y^Ho^  I  don  tr'  " ''''''  ^^''^y  ^"^ible. 

"Then  I'm-glad.", he  whispered, 
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his  stej)  hrollifr  touch  Ikt  hand,  hut  she  rose  (|uick- 
ly.  "Tht'R-'s  the  music,"  she  cried,  happily.  "  It's 
a  waltz,  and  it's  yours  !" 

Joe  heard  her  little  hiji;h  heels  tapping;  iiuyW 
towards  the  window,  followed  l»y  the  heavier  tread 
of  Ku^cne,  l)ut  he  did  not  watch  them  ;,'o. 

He  lay  on  his  hack,  with  the  hand  that  had 
touched  Mamie's  scarf  pressed  across  his  closed 
eyes. 

The  music  of  that  waltz  was  of  the  old-fashioned 
swingingly  sorrowful  sort,  and  it  would  be  hard  to 
say  how  long  it  was  after  that  before  the  boy  could 
hear  the  air  played  without  a  recurrence  of  the 
bitterness  of  that  moment.  The  rhythmical  pathos 
of  the  violins  was  in  such  accord  with  a  faint  sound 
of  weeping  which  he  heard  near  him,  presently, 
that  for  a  little  while  he  believed  this  sound  to  be 
part  of  the  music  and  part  of  himself.  Then  it  be- 
came more  distinct,  anci  he  raised  himself  on  one 
elbow  to  look  about. 

Very  close  to  him,  sitting  upon  the  divan  in  the 
shadow,  was  a  girl  wearing  a  dress  of  beautiful  silk. 
She  was  crying  softly,  her  face  in  her  hands. 
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piEL  had  «-orkv-I  ,|!   ih,    ■■(,  , 
»'■'•    her    m.,ti,e,-s    ^w,hu,i,  .' 
""'I  two  h„urs«c.rc-  ,vn.„  '  ,  ,'       "' 
(toik.t  ,„r  the  d,nc<.      «  ■'  '"■'■■ 

'hair    frizzil       ,  '^'"^^  ""■'-M  her 

'hcTe,    with  a   slat  "^'  „  ''    "'T    "    '"'"    """ 
^"imncy.  and  she  plZ.bot       ""■'•  ''   '•■"""- 
f"ur  large  artificial  rosl       'k  !  T'  ""  "'™  "^ 
"f  her  mother's,  which  she  hh  ,""  '''"  "^'^  •"« 
in  the  ston.room      P  1  ,     ^'"^  ''""">  '"  "  t™nk 
fu'ly  blacked  and  ,h    fh     "r"' "'"'^•"' ^^^ -'^- 
beenelumsilvr  s,ier  nd   .   ,"  ^^'"^^  "■'■''''  "«' 
"f  eacl,  small  rose      s  o    rf 'f;'  '"'"  ""^  "™«^ 
she  pmctised  swingi  ^    1  L  tr-         r,' '  •'"'"  "■'''^■" 
she  was  proud  of  1^  r  "^  ''"  ^'"■'•'  """' 

''^'d  no  powder  L  „™;"1™'""""  "^  ''  She 
room  a  lump  iTmagnJH^th  Th '"^  ^-""father's 
of  taking  for  he,  t  h,?  !    ^'  '™=  '"  "^^'  "^^'hit 

"ver  herVow„'^::rr  ,::/--:'  7"  """ 
--nto  her  small  mirror  g^lr,  J];;;  ;:-2 
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yearned  so  hard  to  see  herself  charming  that  she 
did  see  herself  so.  Admiration  came  and  she  told 
herself  that  she  was  more  attractive  to  look  at 
than  she  had  ever  been  in  her  life,  and  that,  per- 
haps, at  last  she  might  begin  to  be  sought  for  like 
other  girls.  The  little  glass  showed  a  sort  of  pretti- 
ness  in  her  thin,  unmatured  young  face;  tripping 
dance-tunes  ran  through  her  head,  her  feet  keep- 
ing the  time, — ah,  she  did  so  hope  to  dance  often 
that  night!  Perhaps — perhaps  she  might  be  asked 
for  every  number.  And  so,  wrapping  an  old  water- 
proof cloak  about  her.  she  took  her  grandfather's 
arm  and  sallied  forth,  high  hopes  in  her  beating 
heart. 

It  was  in  the  dressing-room  that  tne  change  be- 
gan to  come.  Alone,  at  home  in  her  own  ugly  lit- 
tle room,  she  had  thought  herself  aimost  beautiful, 
but  here  in  the  brightly  lighted  chamber  crowded 
with  the  other  girls  it  was  difTerent.  There  was 
a  big  cheval-glass  at  one  end  of  the  room,  and  she 
faced  it,  when  her  turn  came — for  the  mirror  was 
popular— with  a  sinking  spirit.  There  was  the 
contrast,  like  a  picture  painted  and  framed.  The 
other  girls  all  wore  their  hair  after  the  fashion  in- 
troduced to  Canaan  by  Mamie  Pike  the  week  be- 
fore, on  her  return  from  a  visit  to  Chicago.  None 
of  them  had  "crimped"  and  none  had  bedecked 
their  tresses  with  artificial  flowers.     Her  alterations 
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"f  the  wedding-dress  ha.I  not  been  successful-  the 

rosettes  were  fully  reve-ilnr?    -.»,  i         t       V 

fT,^.-        a      ■  -^  i^^t-aiecl,  and  as  she  tf  anced  -it 

their  reflection  she  heard  the  word.    •'  /  ,, 

and  retreat  hurriedly  to  an  alcove.     All  the  fvo, 
m  the  ro,™  except  Ariel's  were  in  .la,     v  kid  o 
sa  m  s hppers  of  the  color  of  the  dress.,  from  t  id 
they  ghmmered  out,  an.I  only  Ariel  wore  a  tram 

to  be  busy  w,th  a  hanging  thread  in  her  sleeve 

room'  r  T'r'-'  ""  "'"■"  '■"  *^'  shuttering 
room  a  though  she  had  Iwen  bora  an<l  lived  M 
her  hfe  ,n  the  town.  Perhaps  her  positio  l™,  " 
the  young  la.hes  may  Ik-  best  defined  bv  thT  J 

to  invite  her.       And  was  not  like  the  .,tl,er«-    i 
was  not  of  them,  and  never  had  been  d  J  '  t 

■'"'   ""'   ''""-  th™   verv  well     Some  of    i, 
nodded   to  her  and  gave  her  a  wor.l  of  g  ■„    i  " 
pleasantly;  all  of  then,  whispered  about  htr  w ith 
wonder   and    suppressed    amu.sement;    but    non!- 
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talked  to  her.  They  were  not  unkindly,  but  they 
were  young  and  eager  and  excited  over  their  own 
interests, — which  were  then  in  the  "gentlemen's 
dressing-room." 

Each  of  the  other  girls  had  been  escorted  by  a 
youth  of  the  place,  and.  one  by  one,  joining  these 
escorts  in  the  hall  outside  the  door,  they  descended 
the  stairs,  until  only  Ariel  was  left.  She  came 
down  alone  after  the  first  dance  had  begun,  and 
greeted  her  young  hostess's  mother  timidly.  Mrs. 
Pike — a  small,  frightened-looking  woman  with  a 
prominent  ruby  necklace — answered  her  absently, 
and  hurried  away  to  see  that  the  imported  waiters 
did  not  steal  anything. 

Ariel  sat  in  one  of  the  chairs  against  the  wall 
and  watched  the  dancers  with  a  smile  of  eager  and 
benevolent  interest.  In  Canaan  no  parents,  no 
guardians  nor  aunts,  were  haled  forth  o'  nights  to 
duenna  the  junketings  of  youth;  Mrs.  Pike  did  not 
reappear,  and  Ariel  sat  conspicuously  alone;  there 
was  nothing  else  for  her  to  do.  It  was  not  an 
easy  matter. 

When  the  first  dance  reached  an  end,  Mamie 
Pike  came  to  her  for  a  moment  with  a  cheery  wel- 
come, and  was  immediately  surrounded  by  a  circle 
of  young  men  and  women,  flushed  with  dancing, 
shouting  as  was  their  wont,  laughing  inexplicably 
over  words  and  phrases  and  unintelligible  mono- 
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sylkbles.  as  if  they  all  belonged  to  a  secret  society 
and  these  cries  were  symbols  of  things  exquisite- 
y  humorous,  which  only  they  understood  Ariel 
laughed  with  them  more  heartily  than  any  other 
so  that  she  might  seem  to  \>e  of  them  and  as  mer- 
-y  as  they  were,  but  almost  immediatclv  she  found 
herself  outs.de  of  the  circle,  and  presently  th.y  all 
whir  A  away  into  another  dance,  and  she  was  left 
alone  again. 

So  she  sat.   no  one  coming  near  her,    through 
several   dances,   trying  to   maintain   the  smile  of 
delighted  interest  uj)on  her  face,  though  she  felt 
the  muscles  of  her  face  beginning  to  ache  with  their 
iixedness.  h^r  eyes  growmg  hot  and  gla^.ed.    All  the 
other  girls  were  proHded  with  partner*  U^r  ex-erv 
dance,  with  several  ..^ng  ,r^  Mt  over,  these  lat'- 
ter  k.ungmg  hilariously  together  in  the  d.x>n^'avs 
Ariel  was  careful  not  to  glarn^  towards  them,  bu* 
she  could  not  help  hating  ther       r>nce  r^  twice 
between  the  dances  she  saw  Miss  F^ke  ^ak  ai>- 
pealingly  u>  one  o^'  ^he  superfluous,  glarn'^,  ^^  the 
same  time,  in  her  own  direction,  and  Ari^  c.>uld 
see,  too,  that  the  appeal  i>rr>ved  umwre.f^\,^   y.nti1 
at   last   Mamie  approach^y)    h.^.   leading    ^nr^j^n 
Fl.tcroit,  partly  by  the  han4   j^rtly  by  u--tx.wer 
^orbert  w....  an  excessively  fat  boy.  and  *t  the 
present  mom<.,t  looked  as  p^.tient'as  the  r.Wl 
But  he  asked  Ar^l  ./  she  was      ..gaged  for  tl^.  n.^ 
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dance."  and.  Mamie  having  flitted  away,  stood 
disconsolately  beside  her.  waiting  for  the  music  to 
begin.     Ariel  was  grateful  for  him. 

"I  think  you  must  be  very  good-natured,  Mr. 
Flitcroft."  she  ^aid,  with  an  air  of  raillery. 

"  No,  I'm  not."  he  replied,  plaintively.  "  Every- 
body thinks  I  am  because  I'm  fat,  and  they  ex- 
pect me  to  do  things  they  never  dream  of  asking 
anybody  else  to  do.  I'd  like  to  see  'em  even  ask 
'Gene  Bantry  to  go  and  do  some  of  the  things  they 

get  me  to  do!     A  person  isn't  good-natured  just 

because  he's  fat,"  he  concluded,  morbidly,   "but 

he  might  as  well  be!" 

"Oh,  I  meant  good-natured,"  she  returned,  with 

a  sprightly  laugh,  "because  you're  willing  to  waltz 

with  me." 

"Oh,    well,"    he   returned,    sighing,    "that's   all 
right." 

The  orchestra  flourished  into  "La  Paloma";  he 
put  his  arm  mournfully  about  her,  and  taking  her 
right  hand  with  his  left,  carried  her  arm  out  to  a 
rigid  right  angle,  beginning  to  pump  and  balance 
for  time.  They  made  three  false  starts  and  then 
got  away.  Ariel  danced  badly;  she  hoi)ped  and 
lost  the  step,  but  they  persevered,  bumping  against 
other  couples  continually.  Circling  breathlessly 
mto  the  next  room,  they  passed  close  to  a  long 
mirror,  in  which  Ariel  saw  herself,  although  in  a 
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more  b.tterly  contr,-,ste,l  to  the  others  than 
"'  "■''  f  «val-glass  „f  the  .IressinK-room  The 
clump  of  roses  was  flopping  al„.u.  her  n"k    her 

h  Tel    her  r  "7^^"°"'  ''-  •'«--     Suddenly 
sne  telt  her  tram  to  be  ominously  er„tes(„„.  =,= 
thmg  following  her  in  a  nightmarl  '  " 

A  moment  later  she  caught  her  partner  makinc  a 
burlesque  face  of  suffering  over  her  shoulder   "'l 
turnmg  her  head  quickly,  saw  for  wh.«    be^em 
he  had  constructed  it.     Eugene  Gantry,  flving    x 

H.tcroft  a  condescendmgly  commiseratixe  wink 

^he  Zll  'TT '"'  ■"'"^" '"  "^^ '"'"  -')  f^  "to 

with  her  "''™'  '"'■  ^"^^y'"«  "-  "-'-r 

There   was   a   shout  of   laughter.     The   vouni- 
hostess  stopp..d  Eugene,  who  would  haxe  go  e  ,n 
and^he^had  no  choice  but  to  stoop  to  Aril,  a^: 

.augLgrud"  "-  '  ''"'  "^  "-•••  ^^^  -". 
She  did  not  appear  to  see  the  hand  he  offered 
but  got  to  her  feet  without  help  an.l  walked  qul^k  J 

chTracrhX"'-  ''■""  '"-''■•■•'''  ">  ■-•  "P '"  'I 
cnaracter  he  had  given  nimself 

laughi:,''"''^  "^  ""'  '"■■"^•-  ■""  '^>-  "  again.  ■•  she 
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"  Well.  I  should  think  not."  he  returned,  with  the 
frankest  gloom.  With  the  air  of  conducting  her 
home  he  took  her  to  the  chair  against  the  wall 
whence  he  had  brought  her.  There  his  responsi- 
bility for  her  seemed  to  cease.  "  Will  you  excuse 
me.'"  he  asked,  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  he 
felt  that  he  had  been  given  more  than  his  share 
that  evening,  even  though  he  was  fat. 

"Yes.  indeed."  Her  laughter  was  continuous. 
"  I  should  think  you  uoitld  be  glad  to  get  rid  of  me 
after  that.  Ha.  ha,  ha!  Poor  Mr.  Flitcroft,  you 
know  you  are!" 

It  was  the  deadly  truth,  and  the  fat  one,  saying, 
"Well,  if  you'll  just  excuse  me  now."  hurried 
away  with  a  step  which  grew  lighter  as  the  distance 
from  her  increased.  Arrived  at  the  haven  of  a  far 
doorway,  he  mopped  his  brow  and  shook  his  head 
grimly  in  response  to  frequent  rallyings. 

Ariel  sat  through  more  dances,  interminable 
dances  cdid  intermissions,  in  that  same  chair,  in 
which,  it  began  to  seem,  she  was  to  live  out  the  rest 
of  her  life.  Now  and  then,  if  she  thought  people 
were  looking;;  at  her  as  they  passed,  she  broke  into  a 
laugh  and  nodded  slightly,  as  if  still  amused  over 
her  mishap. 

After  a  ]vng  time  she  rose,  and  laughing  cheer- 
fully to  Mr.  Flitcroft.  who  was  standing  in  the 
doorway  and  replied  with  a  wan  smile,   stepped 
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out  quickly  into  the  hall,  where  she  almost  rar) 
into  her  grcat-unclc.  Jonas  Tabor.     He  was  goin^ 
towards  the  big  front  doors  with  Judge  Pike   hav 
mg  just  come  out  of  the  latter 's  library,  down  the 
hall. 

Jonas  was  breathing  heavily  and  was  shockingly 
pale  though  his  eyes  were  very  bright.     He  turned 
his  back  upon  his  grandmece  sharply  and  went  out 
of  the  door.    Ariel  turned  from  him  quite  as  abrupt- 
ly and  re-entered  the  room  whence  .she  had  come 
She  laughed  again  to  her  fat  friend  as  she  passed 
him.  and.  still  laughing,  went  towards  the  fatal 
Chair  when  her  eyes  caught  sight  of  Eugene  Bantry 
and  Mamie  coming  in  through  the  window  from 
the  porch.     Still  laughing,  she  went  to  the  window 
and  looked  out;  the  porch  seemed  deserted  and 
was  faintly  illuminated  by  a  few  Japanese  lanterns 
She  sprang  out.  dropped  upon  the  diyan,  and  bury- 
ing her  face  in  her  hands,  cried  heart-brokenly 
Presently  she  felt  something  aliye  touch  her  foot' 
and.  her  breath  catching  with  alarm,  she  started 
to  rise.     A  thin  hand,  issuing  from  a  shabby  sleeye 
had  stolen  out  between  two  of  the  green  tubs  and 
was  pressing  upon  one  of  her  shoes. 

"  'Sh!"  said  Joe.     "  Don't  make  a  noise'" 
His  warning  was  not  needed  ;  she  had  recognized 
the  hand  and  sleeye  inst  intly.     She  dropped  back 
with  a  low  sound  which  would  have  been  hysterical 
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if  it  had  been  louder,  while  he  raised  himself  on 
his  arm  until  she  could  see  his  face  dimly,  as  he 
peered  at  her  between  the  palms. 

"What  were  you  going  on  about?"  he  asked, 
angrily. 

"Nothing,"  sliP  answered.  "I  wasn't.  You 
must  go  away,  and  quick.  It's  too  dangerous.  If 
the  Judge  fount'  you — " 

"He  won't!" 

"Ah,  you'd  risk  anything  to  see  Mamie  Pike — " 

"  What  were  you  crying  about?"  he  interrupted. 

"Nothing,  I  tell  you!"  she  repeated,  the  tears 
not  ceasing  to  gather  in  her  eyes.     "  I  wasn't." 

"I  want  to  know  what  it  was,"  he  insisted. 
"Didn't  the  fools  ask  you  to  dance?  Ah!  You 
needn't  tell  me.  That's  it.  I've  been  here  for 
the  last  three  dances  and  you  weren't  in  sight  till 
>ou  came  to  the  window.  Well,  what  do  you  care 
about  that  for?" 

"I  don't!"  she  answered.  "I  don't!"  Then 
suddenly,  without  being  able  to  prevent  it,  she 
sobbed. 

"No,"  he  said,  gently,  "I  see  yon  don't.  And 
you  let  yourself  be  a  fool  because  tiiere  are  a  lot 
of  fools  in  there." 

She  gave  way,  all  at  once,  to  a  gust  of  sorrow 
and  bitterness;  she  bent  far  over  and  caught  his 
hand  and   laid  it  against  her  wet  cheek.     "Oh, 
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Joe."  she  whispereci.  brokenly.  "I  think  wc  have 
such  hard  lives,  you  and  I!  It  doesn't  seem  right 
-while  we're  so  young!  Why  can't  we  be  like 
the  others  ?  Why  can't  we  have  some  of  the  fun  >" 
He  withdrew  his  hand,  with  the  embarrassment 
and  shame  he  would  have  felt  had  she  been  a  box- 
Oet  out!"  he  said,  feebly. 

She  did  not  seem  to  no'tice.  but.  still  st')oping 
rested  her  elbows  on  her  knees  and  her  face  in  her 
hands.  "I  try  so  hard  to  have  fun,  to  be  like  the 
rest,-and  it's  always  a  mistake,  always,  always 
always!"  She  rocked  herself.  sHghtiy.' from  side 
to  side.  "  I  am  a  fool,  it's  the  truth,  or  I  wouldn't 
.  have  come  to-night.  I  want  to  be  attractive-I 
want,  to  be  in  things.     I  want  to  laugh  like  they 

"To  laugh  just  to  laugh,  and  not  because  tliere's 
something  funny?" 

"Yes.  I  do,  I  do!  And  to  know  how  to  dress 
and  to  wear  my  hair-there  must  he  some  place 
where  you  can  learn  those  things,  ^^•e  never  had 
any  one  to  show  me!  Ah!  Grandfather  said 
something  like  that  this  afternoon -poor  man- 
We  re  in  the  same  case.  If  we  onlv  ha^l  some  one 
to  show  us!  It  all  seems  so  blinJ.  here  in  Canaan 
for  him  and  me!  I  don't  say  it's  not  mv  own 
fault  as  much  as  beine^  poor.  I've  been  a  hovden  • 
I  don't  feel  as  if  I'd  learned  how  to  be  a  girl  yet,' 
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Jue.  It's  only  Ijlely  I've  cared.  '>ut  I'm  seven- 
teen, Joe,  and  and  to-day  to-day— I  was  sent 
home—and  to-night—'  She  faltered,  came  to  a 
stop,  and  her  whole  body  was  shaken  with  sobs. 
"I  hate  mvself  so  for  cryinj::    -for  everything!" 

"I'll  tell  you  something."  he  w}iisi)ere(l,  chnck- 
hng  desperately.  "  'Gene  made  me  unpack  his  trunk, 
and  I  don't  believe  he's  as  great  a  man  at  college  as 
he  is  here.  I  opened  one  of  his  books,  and  some 
'  )ne  had  written  in  it,  '  Prigamaloo  Bantry,  the  Class 
Try-To-Be"  He'd  never  noticed,  and  you  ought 
to  have  heard  him  go  on!  You'd  have  just  died, 
Ariel — I  almost  bust  wide  open!  It  was  a  mean 
trick  in  me,  but  I  couldn't  help  showing  it  to  him." 

Joe's  object  was  obtained.  She  stopped  crying, 
and,  wiping  her  eyes,  smiled  faintly.  Then  she 
became  grave.  "You're  jealous  of  Eugene,"  she 
said. 

He  considered  this  iov  a  moment.  "Yes,"  he 
answered,  thoughtfully.  "  I  am.  But  I  wouldn't 
think  about  him  differently  on  that  account.  And 
I  wouldn't  talk  about  him  to  any  one  but  you." 

"Not  even  to — "  She  left  the  question  un- 
finished. 

"No,"  he  said,  quietly.     "Of  course  not." 

"  Noi?     Because  it  wouldn't  be  any  use?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  never  have  a  chance  to  talk 
to  her,  anyway." 
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stead>         You  say  I'm  a  fool.     What  arc  vou - 

Vou  needn  t  worry  about  me."  I,c  boLnn      '''  T 

can  take  care—"  ^     •        ' 

"'Shr   she  vvhisperci.   warnin^lv      The    inusu. 

^ou  must  go  .•„>„>•.■•  she  said,  anxiouslv      ••Oh 
please,  Joe.'"  -  "• 

'•Not  yet:  I  want-  ■• 

She  coughed  loudly.     Eugene  and  Afamic  Pike 
had  eome  to  the  window,  with  the  evi.lent  intent  on 
of  ■.ceupy.ngthe  vranda.  hut  pereeiviuR  An"  en 
Raged  w,th  threa.h  ,n  her  sleeve,  they  turnedaw"; 
and  d,s..pp,.are;.     Other  eouples  looked  out  from 
"me  to  t,me.  an<l  finding  the  solitarv  figure  in  n^^ 
-ss„.„.  retreated  abruptly  to  seek  staU  "  Tnd 
~  crner.  for  the  things  th.v  were  i„„Xt 

An.l  so  Ariel  held  the  r«reh  for  three  danees  and 
three  ,nterm,ssions,  oecupying  a  great  par,  of    h 
.me  w„h  entreaties  that  her  obdurate  and  reek 
ess  companion  should  go.     When,  for  the  f„  .rth 

■ncreas«l    that    she    was    visiblv    tremhiin..      "I 
can  t  stand  it.  Joe."  she  sa,d.  bending  ox e^' him 
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"I  don't  know  what  would  happen  if  they  found 
you.     You've  got  to  go!" 

"No,  I  haven't,"  he  chuckled.     "They  haven't 
even  distributed  the  supper  yet!" 

"  And  you  take  all  the  chances,"  she  said,  slowly, 
"just  to  see  her  pass  that  window  a  few  times." 

"What  chances.'"' 

"Of  what  the  Judge  will  do  if  any  one  sees 
you." 

"  Nothing;  because  if  any  one  saw  me  I'd  leave." 

"Please  go." 

"Not  till—" 

"'5/j.'" 

A  colored  waiter,  smiling  graciously,  came  out 
upon  the  porch  bearing  a  tray  of  salad,  hot  oysters, 
and  coffee.     Ariel  shook  her  head. 

"I  don't  want  any,"  she  murmured. 

The  waiter  turned  away  in  pity  and  was  re- 
entering the  window,  when  a  passionate  whisper 
fell  upon  his  ear  as  well  as  upon  Ariel's. 

"Take  it r 

"Ma'am?"  said  the  waiter. 

"I've  changed  my  mind,"  she  replied,  quicklv. 
The  waiter,  his  elation  restored,  gave  of  his  viands 
with  the  superfluous  bounty  loved  by  his  race  when 
distributing  the  product  of  the  wealthy. 

When  he  had  gone,  "Give  me  everything  that's 
hot,"  said  Joe.     "You  can  keep  the  salad." 
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I  couldn't 


eat   it  or 


anythin-  else. 


-vered.  thrusting  the  pl^^teh;''  "''"'"    '^^''  '^'"- 

,    ^o- tin^e  thL  If  :■  en^^^^^^^^^^ 

-use  came  the  continuous  babbl!  7  "'"'"  ''"' 

-.^;Ue,theciinkofeutler;oneh    ,      17''  "^' 
people  spent  a  long  time  over  ti?  ^^^^  >'"^'ng 

-cl-by  the  wa.ter'returne     to  th"  """"•     ^-^- 
Posited  a  plate  of  colored  '"'''^^"^^^'  ^^^"- 

^^•'■th  a  noble  gesture  Tn      i    '  "^^^  ^'^"^^'^  k"^^^^'^ 
"  Vo  ,-o«  f    ^  ^"'^^'  '^"^^  departed, 
^^^'^^oice  for  me."  said  Joe. 

Won  t  you  please  go  now?"  .u 
"It  wouldn't  be  ^no^  ^"^  entreated. 

"Tu  ^°""  manners  "  ho  ro.        .    , 

f^hey  might  think  I  only  c'lmT'f  '^'P""'^'-^'"!- 

"Hand  me  back  th.Ti^  ""'  ■'^upper." 

come  for  themtnymU^^^^^     The  waiter  might 

the  mer'e  food  an   Ihe    ^rrTth     f"'  "^^^^  ^^- 
There's  the  pleasure  Z  T  °^  '^  ^°  ^°"^''der. 

•-'We  to  help  it      Do„'    v  7"*^  ''  "'  """'W 

standing  with  the  R       ^i-'"  '"=  ''""  '  ''°«t  his 

.,,  ,    ?>      "■"  '"e  Reeording  Ani'el  =     Tf  r 

had  beliaved  the  wav  T  ^      r!-  Laza-us 

had  those  worries  Vlit  .       '   "•''  ""'"''''  have 
j.^^  „  that  canu.  to  hi,,,  i„  the  after- 

■•Give  n,e  the  dish  and  coffee-eup.-  she  whis- 
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pered,    impatiently.     "  Suppose   the   waiter  came 
and  had  to  look  for  them?     Quick!" 

"Take  them,  th.en.  You'll  see  that  jealousy 
hasn't  spoiled  my  appetite — " 

A  l:)ottle-shaped  figure  appeared  in  the  window 
and  she  had  no  time  to  take  the  plate  and  cup 
which  were  being  ])ushed  through  the  palm-leaves. 
She  whispered  a  syllable  of  warning,  and  the  dishes 
were  hurriedly  withdrawn  as  Norbert  Flitcroft, 
wearing  a  solemn  expression  of  injury,  came  out 
upon  the  veranda. 

He  halted  suddenly.  "  What's  that  ?"  he  asked, 
with  suspicion. 

"Nothing,"  answered  Ariel,  sharply.    "Where?" 

"Behind  those  palnis." 

"Probably  your  own  shadow,"  she  laughed;  "or 
it  might  have  been  a  draught  moving  the  leaves." 

He  did  not  seem  satisfied,  but  stared  hard  at 
the  spot  where  the  dishes  had  disappeared,  mean- 
time edging  back  cautiously  nearer  the  window, 

"  They  want  you,"  he  said,  after  a  pause.  "  Some 
one's  come  for  you." 

"Oh,  is  grandfather  waiting?"  She  rose,  at 
the  same  time  letting  her  handkerchief  fall.  She 
stooped  to  pick  it  up,  with  her  face  away  from 
Norbert  and  toward  the  palms,  whispering  trem- 
ulously, but  with  passionate  urgency,  "Please  go!" 

"It   i:m't   your  grandfather   that  has  come  for 
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you."  said  the  fat  one,  slowly. 
Arp.     Something's  happened." 

She  looked  at  him  for  a  momoni.  beginnin-  to 
tremble  violently,  her  eyes  growing  wide  with 
fnght. 

"I.S  my  grandfather— is  he  sick.?" 

"You  better  go  and  see.  Old  Eskew's  waiting 
in  the  hall.     He'll  tell  you." 

She  was  by  him  and  through  the  window  in- 
stantly. Norbert  did  not  follow  her;  he  remained 
for  several  moments  looking  earnestly  at  the  palms  • 
then  he  stepped  through  the  window  and  beckoned 
t^.  a  youth  who  was  lounging  in  the  doorway  across 
the  room. 

"There's  somebody  hiding  behind  those  plants  " 
he  whispered,  when  his  friend  reached  him  "Go 
and  tell  Judge  Pike  to  send  some  of  the  niggers 
t  .  watch  outside  the  porch,  so  that  he  doesn't  get 
away  Then  tell  him  to  get  his  revolver  and  come 
here. 

Meanwhile  Ariel  had  found  Mr.  Arp  waiting  in 
the  hall,  talkmg  in  a  low  voice  to  Mrs   Pike 

"Your   grandfather's    all    right,"    he    told    the 
frightened  giri.     ^    .kly.     "He  sent  me  for  you 
that  s  all.     Just  hurry  and  get  your  things  " 

She  was  with  him  again  in  a  moment,  and  seizin- 
the  old  man  s  arm.  hurried  him  down  the  steps  and 
toward  the  street  almost  at  a  run. 
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"You're  not  telling  me  the  truth,"  she  siiid. 
"You're  not  telling  me  the  truth!" 

"Nothing  has  hajjpened  to  Roger,"  panted  Mr. 
Arp.  'Nothing  to  mind.  I  mean.  Here!  We're 
going  this  way,  not  that."  They  had  come  to  the 
gate,  and  as  she  turned  to  the  right  he  pulled  her 
round  sharply  to  the  left.  "  We're  not  going  tt) 
your  house." 

"  Where  are  we  going?" 

"We're  going  to  your  uncle  Jonas's." 

"Why?"  she  cried,  in  supreme  astonishment. 
"What  do  you  want  to  take  me  there  for?  Don't 
you  know  that  he's  stopped  si)eaking  to  me?" 

"Yes,"  said  the  old  man,  grimly,  with  something 
of  the  look  he  wore  when  delivering  a  clincher  at 
the  "National  House," — "he's  stopped  speaking  to 
everybody. " 
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I  HE  Canaan  Daily  Tccsin  of  the  fol- 
lowing  morning    "ventured    the   as- 
sertion^'   upon   its    front    page    that 
"the  scene  at  the  Pike  Mansion  was 
'one    of    unalloyed    festivitv,    music 
and  mirth ;  a  fairy  bower  of  airy  figures  wafting 
here  and  there  to  the  throb  of  waltz-strains-  a 
veritable  Temple  of  Terpsichore,  shining  forth  with 
a  myriad  of  lights,  which,  together  with  the  gener- 
ous profusion  of  floral  decorations  and  the  mingled 
delights  afTorded  by  Minds's  orchestra  of  Indian- 
apolis and  Caterer  Jones  of  Chicago,  was  in  all 
likelihood  never  heretofore  surpassed  in  elegance 
m  our  city.  .  .  .  Only  one  incident."  the  Tocsin  re- 
marked, "marred  an  otherwise  perfect  occasion 
and  out  of  regard  for  the  culprit's  familv  connec- 
tions, which  are  prominent  in  our  social  world   we 
withhold  his  name.     Suffice  it  to  sav  that  through 
the  vigilance  of  Mr.  Norbert  Flitcroft,  grandson  of 
Colonel  A.  A.  Flitcroft,  who  proved  himself  a  thor- 
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ough  Lecoq  (the  celebrated  French  detective),  the 
rascal  was  seized  and  reco^'uized.     Mr.  FliLcroft. 
having  discoveiod  him  in  hiding,  had  a  cordon  of 
waiters  drawn  up  around  his  hiding-place,  wi.  ch 
was  the  channingly  decorated  side  piazza  of  the 
Pike  Mansion,  and  sent  for  Judge  Pike,  who  came 
u})on   the   intruder   by  surprise.     He  evaded   the 
Judge's    indignant    grasp,    but    received    a    well- 
merited  blow  over  the  head  from  a  poker  which 
the  Judge  had  concealed  about  his  person  while 
pretending  to  approach  the  hiding-place  casually. 
Attracted  to  the  scene  by  the  cries  of  Mr.  Flitcroft. 
who,  standing  behind  Judge  Pike,  accidentally  re- 
ceived a  blow  from  *,he  same  weapon,  all  the  guests 
of  the  evening  sprang  to  view  the  scene,  only  to 
behold  the  culprit  leap  through  a  crevice  between 
the  strips  of  canvas  which  enclosed  the  piazza. 
He  was  seized  by  the  colored  coachman  of  the  Man- 
sion, Sam  Warden,  and  immediately  pounced  upon 
by  the  cordon  of  Caterer  Jones's  dusky  assistants 
from  Chicago,  who  were  in  ambush  outside.     Un- 
fortunately, after  a  brief  struggle  he  managed  to 
trip  Warden,  and.  the  others  stumbling  ujjon   the 
prostrate  body  of  the  latter,  to  make  his  escape 
in  the  darkness. 

"  It  is  not  believed  by  many  that  his  intention 
was  burglary,  though  what  his  designs  were  can 
only  be  left  to  conjecture,  as  he  is  far  bevond  the 

78 


iPPi 


j-^-^^^-i^'  ■ 


BEAVER   BEACH 

msuiict.     He  had  evidentlv  occupied  his  1,,  i 
'ng-place  some  time,  and  an  idea  of  his    v    , 

Tii.lm.  D,i,  ■  ,  .  "''"  ''"  unknown  source- 
Jii^  gc  P.ke  ,s  justly  incensed.  a,„l  swears  th-,t  I,  i 
;v.i  prosecute  him  on  th,s  an,]  other  eha^^!^  '^    ,.  ! 

;l  aZtw'""","-  ■^'-"•^.™.-"yt;;;^': 

kenly  bu   who";;  ■■•    T""   '^'^'   "'^  »"--  ■"-' 

renee';,'c:L;e'':h  '£;;:;;"■'"' :■" ''' °^™^- 
derohetions  ,o„«  e:o:^^  i:^^^:'-:^^': 

rSat^r  "'"'  ""<=  '"^-  J""«^-^  ^'«^--"  .•n■ 
anImir'^;'^n;f™■  '■"™'^ "'  '•'-'•^"y-  ""-■ 

strick™  F  it,  '"'"^  "  ™""">-''J'  ^'f-  -"•  '■- 

med,ca?su:./       T^ '^.rr ''7' "'<^^' ™"- 
of  the  d-m,.  '"'  "'"  ""'>■  '™'^''- 

The  festivifes  they  ihuJi::,  rtar",:  Ztn 
>n  the  paper,  nor  did  thev  who  tro,I  the  ZZZ 
.n  th,s  second  temple  exhib.t  anvscn  c' of  "r: 
becau^o,  the  r„„,V.omiss,on;  Nay,  th      w" 
of  that  class,  shy  without  being  bashful   exclusive 
ye   not  proud  which  shuns  publicity  with  a  s  ng  e 
heartedness  almost  unique  in  our  republic,  courtt 
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'.|)scrvati(.n  iiriihcr  in  tin- prosecution  of  their  ]m*- 
fpssions  ni-r  in  the  pursuit  of  liai'{)iness. 

NV)t  c|uite   I  mile  above  the  northernniust  of  tlie 
factories  on  the  water-front,  there  jirojected  into 
the  river,  lu-ar  the  end  of  the  crescent  bend  above 
the   town,   a   lon^^   pier,   relic  of  steamboat   days, 
rotting'  now,  and  many  years  fallen  from  its  mari- 
time uses.     About  midway  of  its  lenj^th  stood  a 
huKc  crazy  shed,  lon^  ai,'o  utilized  as  a  freight  store- 
room.    This  had  been  patched  and  propped,  and 
a  danj?erous-lof)kinK'  veranda  attaclied  to  it,  over- 
hanging   the    water.     Above    the    doorway    was 
placed  a  sign  whereon  might  le  rearl  the  words, 
"Beaver    Beach.    Mike's   Place."     1'he  shore  en.l 
of  the  pier  was  so  ruinous  that  passage  was  offered 
by   a  single  row  of  jilanks,   which   jiresented   an 
appearance  so  temporary,  as  well  as  insecure,  that 
one  might  have  guessed  their  olllce  to  be  something 
in    the   nature   of  a   drawbritlge.     From    these   a 
narrow  path  ran  through  a  marsh,  left  l)y  the  re- 
ceding river,  to  a  country  road  of  desolate  appear- 
ance.    Here  there  was  a  rough  enclosure,  or  cor- 
ral, with  some  tumble-down  sheds  which  afYorded 
shelter,  on  the  night  of  Jo.seph  Louden 's  disgrace, 
for  a  number  of  shaggy  teams  attached  to  tliose 
decrepit  and  musty  vehicles  known  picturesquely 
and  accurately  as  Night-Hawks.     The  presence  o'f 
such  questionable  shapes  in  the  corral  indicated 
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">.Mch  lu<l  just  lx.^,un  toarrivf 
Ry  tl.'„.  „'c|„ck.  howcniT    io^•  It   Mi..  ■    i.i 

directions.      If    however     I,  ^  ""'"  '"  '^" 

;;;«...■,.-:-:;■-:-:::•;:- 

^''    rner.     it    came    s Owlv     -.«    tj,^     t 
111.  auM\i\,    as    tnoutrh    xcrv 

stopped  as  if  to  listen  ^"''  ^^"'' 

Within  the  house  above,  a  p,ano  of  evil  h'fe  wa. 
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nu-asures  intondcMl  to  W  (Oriental.  Tlu'  next 
moment  the  listener  serambled  up  one  of  the 
rotting  pili-s  and  stood  upon  the  veranda.  A  shaft 
of  red  light  through  a  broken  shutter  struck  across 
the  figure  above  tile  shoulders,  revealing  a  bloody 
haiiilkerchief  clumsily  knotted  about  the  head, 
and,  beneath  it,  the  face  of  Joe  Louden. 

He  went  to  the  broken  shutter  and  looked  in. 
Around  the  blackened  walls  of  the  room  stood  a 
bleared  mob.  applausively  watching,  through  a  fog 
of  smoke,  the  contortions  of  an  old  woman  in  a 
red  calico  wrapper,  who  was  dancing  in  the  centre 
of  the  floor.  The  fiddler  -  a  rubicund  person 
evidently  not  suffering  from  any  great  depression 
of  spirit  through  the  circumstance  of  being  "out 
on  bail."  as  he  was.  to  Joe's  intimate  knowledge  — 
sat  astride  a  barrel,  resting  his  instrument  upon  the 
foamy  tap  thereof,  and  playing  somewhat  after 
the  manner  of  a  'cellist;  in  no  wise  incommoded 
by  the  fact  that  a  tall  man  (known  to  a  few  friends 
as  an  expert  in  the  porch-climbing  line)  was  sleep- 
ing on  his  shoulder,  while  another  ger'^leman  (who 
had  prevented  many  cases  of  tVi)hoi..  oy  removing 
old  plumbing  from  houses)  lay  on  the  floor  at  the 
musician's  feet  and  endeavored  to  assist  him  by 
plucking  the  strings  of  the  fiddle. 

Joe  opened  the  door  and  went  in.     All  of  the 
merry  company  (who  were  able)  turned  sharply 
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tovvar.I   the  door  as  it  opcno.l  ■   th.n 

•u  th.  c.,H>  „f";h; : ::,;;;; ;:'::  '■^"^^^'^,  "^■>""'"'' 

table,  ,,nd  «„rk,„,,  ,,,.  ,,  ,  '-^"i  ^'"'"l  '"■  "  .k.,1 
<--himn.v,  a  clos...cr,  n,v'.  I  ,  r''  "'"'  ■'  '■''■'<™ 
man  in  his  h,rt  T  '"'•■'"^■^'■■'''•■l'  ■'■'''-hai.crl 
ilv  It    •,       ,  "''    "''S    ial'hinR    gloom 

"y  at    ,1  column    of  lit'urus    «,.r.„,.|    i    •       «'"""- 

''<«™-ay.    a„,I    h,s    eves  V       V'^'"'""'    '"   "''' 
prise,  '^^'•'    ''''""•"'    a    slight    sur- 

"  I  never  thought  ve  h;,\  tu    » 

b"dy^.sp,^,rh::^"',t^t''<■:(,"«■-7- 

collect  it?"  ^'*  1(1  He.        U  here  d  ye 

the  b:r'^'^^:'i:r",^-™''<'-pp'"e  «-.,..„ 

"Welt    I-M  !  r  """"'  '"  anything  " 

to  not  knowin'  ho.  ve  come  bv  i       y  ■      'T'"" 

;;^en^-.re.to„e.r.:p:;^;.ivr;::-: 

'-.  «ash   .„s   expose.^   ovl^The  tS  -^..x 
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hope  ye  left  a  mark  somewhere  to  pay  a  little  on 
the  score  o'  this!" 

Joe  chuckled  and  dropped  dizzily  back  upon  the 
jiillow.  "There  was  another  who  got  something 
like  it,"  he  gasped,  feebly;  "and,  oh,  Mike,  I  wish 
you  could  have  heard  him  going  on!  Perhaps 
you  did— it  was  only  three  miles  from  here." 

"Nothing  I'd  liked  better!"  said  the  other, 
l)ringing  a  basin  of  clear  water  from  a  stand  in 
the  corner.  "  It's  a  beautiful  thing  to  hear  a  man 
h(^ller  when  he  gits  a  grand  one  like  ye 're  wearing 
to-night." 

He  bathed  the  wound  gently,  and  hurrying  from 
the  room,  returned  immediately  with  a  small  jug 
of  vinegar.  Wetting  a  rag  with  this  tender  fluid, 
he  applied  it  to  Joe's  head,  speaking  soothingly 
the  while. 

"Nothing  in  the  world  Hke  a  bit  o'  good  cider 
vinegar  to  keep  off  the  fcsterin'.  It  may  seem  a 
trifle  scratchy  fer  the  moment,  but  it  assassinates 
the  blood-p'ison.  There  ye  go!  It's  the  fine  thing 
fer  ye.  Joe — what  are  ye  squirmin'  about?" 

"  I'm  only  enjoying  it,"  the  boy  answered,  writh- 
ing as  the  vinegar  worked  into  the  gash.  "Don't 
you  mind  my  laughing  to  myself." 

"Yc're  a  good  one,  Joe!"  said  the  other,  con- 
tinuing his  ministrations.  "I  wisht,  after  all,  ye 
felt  like  makin'  me  known  to  what's  the  trouble. 
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There -s  sr.me  of  us  would  he  -lad  to  f-,L-o  n 

ye,  and-"  *"        ^°  ^'^^^  ^^  ^'P  <ei 

"^o,  no;  it's  all  right.     I  .-as  somewhere  I  h.d 

no_b,.„.ess  to  he.  and  U.>t  caught.-  "' 

\\iio  caught  ye.^" 

"First,    some    nice   white    people  "-Toe   smil    i 
his  distorted  smilc-"-,nr1  fh  ,        -^  '"''' 

ana  :-ppf.-.Air;i:,™- -'■  ■---"•" 

-  o,d  tou-e,  and  K-,an  to  banC^'t,;         -^   ::; 

rnV':.:r  ;::;;;.:■::,■"■" ---«*- 

four  ve-irs  T'vo  f  ^^     ^''^'-''  "^'""^^^  "f  the 

"Jill  \t.irs  1  \e  known  yc. 

"Excitement!"  eclinc,]    Joe    OTi„f„iK.   ,  ,■  i  • 
at  his  friend,     "Do  von  think' T''  '"^ 

ment  ="  "  ''""'"iK  excite- 

kno„   yell       V  "■  "■  "■■  ''"^■'  ••'^  "■'■"  ■•■^  ^■^- 

nou   jersclf.     "i  e  re  a  queer  one,     YcVe  one  of 

be  few  that  mnst  know  all  sides  of  tl,e  wo"  d- 

e^"y:;r";''''r'---'''Wn.:;:^t- 

^.».spes::;.^the;i::r^ -:::-— 
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like  ye  in  the  wide  world,  and  I've  seen  one  or 
two  of  'em.  I've  been  ciU  over,  steeple -ehasin', 
sailomian,  st^ldier.  pedler,  and  in  tlie  po-\ke,  I've 
pulled  the  Grand  National  in  Paris,  and  I've  been 
handcuffed  in  Hong-Kong;  I've  seen  all  the  few 
'Kinds  of  women  there  is  on  earth  and  the  many- 
kinds  of  men.  Yer  own  kind  is  the  one  I've  seen 
the  fewest  of,  but  I  knew  ye  belonged  to  it  the 
first  time  I  laid  eyes  on  ye!"  He  paused,  then 
continued  with  conviction:  "Ye'll  come  to  no 
good,  either,  fer  yerself,  yet  no  one  can  say  ye 
haven't  the  talents.  Ye've  helped  many  of  the 
boys  out  of  a  bad  hole  with  a  word  of  advice 
around  the  courts  and  the  jail.  Who  knows  but 
ye'd  be  a  great  lawyer  if  ye  kept  on?" 

Young  people  usually  like  to  discuss  themselves 
under  any  conditions— hence  the  rewards  of  palm- 
istry,— but  Joe's  comment  on  this  harangue  was 
not  so  responsive  as  might  have  been  expected. 
"I've  got  seven  dollars,"  he  said,  "and  I'll  leave 
the  clothes  I've  got  on.  Can  you  fix  me  up  with 
something  different?" 

"Aha!"  cried  the  red-bearded  man.  "Then  ye 
arc  in  trouble!  I  thought  it  'd  come  to  ye  some 
day!     Have  ye  been  dinnymitin'  Martin  Pike?" 

"See  what  ytm  can  do,"  said  joe.  "I  want  to 
wait  here  until  daybreak." 

"  Lie  down,  then,"  interrupted  the  other.    "And 

86 


i 


i 


LEAVER  BEACH 

fergit    the    hullabaloo    in    the    thr. 

yond."  ^"^    throne -room    hc- 

I  can  easily  do  that" r 

upon  the  bed— "r'vo\.  .        '^^    stretehed  himself 
to  remember  •'  ^       '''  ""^"^^  '^thcr  things 

'-':::rr^«:t^:;."^^'-">-y^^ ■ 

bearded  man,  crossly      .w;-;^''""'-'  "'^  '•^'J- 

mate  to  this  "   s-nVl    r        .       ,  ''"^  ^'"^  the 

■■I  can't  he„>  cryi       J:;    "-.''•"«"-  banda«. 
used  vinegar' „„'„>,::;M,:'r'^"'^---™y '-e 

asaWdt*tLr„Tf'^-^^'"™^-'^''^^ 
room.  Where  sot  one  s  r^r:  'T  !''  "^"- 
etair  upon  .n  acqna  n "  "  '  ^  ,"  "■■^•"'''"«  " 
regulate  the  boys  a  bit.-  He  turlfV"'  "f 
lamp,  fumbled  in  his  Wn  „  V  '"™«1  down  the 
door.  hip-pocket,  and  went  to  the 

"Don't  forget,"  Joe  called  after  him 
^J::i:2':^l  t,.  rcd.bearded  .an.   his 
fer  ye  won't  sleep:  y^'e  not  tl     r  T  "n"""'"' 

easy;  rn  have  th'tUgsTr'r'i;'         "' *""'^' 
pride  with  me  that  T  .1  ,  "  "^"'^'"  <■< 

trouble."  '  '  "''"-"  ''"ew  ye'd  come  to 

7 


\m^ 


I  ki 


rl  J 


!    i 


i       ; 


!, 


J  f-    ' 


VI 


vi:  1,1.  TAK     rill'    men    koad   am>   i  i  i.    tak 


TIIIC 


n^^^lj^l-^^" '^  .l;iv  1'roI««  with  ;i  Si!v;mi  of  \viii<l 
'■^'  ^-*<'ut    111    the    iir.iirics   and    siu'li   clond 

I  ^^  bursts  ot'  SHOW  lli;it  |oc  ctmld  sfc 
L-'^-<-^rv  ,jwL  iuMtluT  haul-  of  llu*  iivf|-  ;is  lie  inailc 
>.*!V.^*U(^,AMliis  wav  down  tlic  l>ii:  '"'lid  of  ice. 
Tho  wind  struck  so  bittcrlv  that  now  and  tlicn 
he  stojiiH'd  and.  pantini;  and  j.;as|)in_u[,  leaned  Iiis 
\voi.i;lit  against  it.  The  snow  on  the  ijronnd  was 
eaui;ht  up  and  tlmv  like  sea  spume  in  a  hnrrieane; 
it  swirled  about  him.  ioinini;  tlu>  Hakes  in  the  air, 
st'>  that  it  siHMued  to  1h>  snowini^  from  the  i^round 
upwanl  as  tnueh  as  from  llu-  skv  downward. 
I'ieree  .is  it  w.is,  hard  as  it  was  to  (ij:;ht  lhronij;h. 
snow  fni'u  the  earth,  snow  from  tin-  sky,  joe  was 
i;T.iteful  for  it,  feelinor  that  it  viM'Ied  him,  makintr 
him  s.it'iM-,  thou.uh  he  trusted  somewhat  theehanire 
of  eostvnne  he  had  elTeefed  at  l^eaver  IVaeh.  A 
ioui;h.  workman's  ea]>  was  ]nilled  down  over  his 
e.irs  ,uid  evebnnvs:  a  knitted  eomforter  was  w<nmd 
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■""""    ""■    '"Wil    |.;,r(    ,,f    |„„    , 

".,„',„ :':;;::,;;::;;■-■--" 

<.ii,.  ,,l    I,,.    .     I  I'll,!,.. I    I,,,,,,,. 

'"•    "'''    'I'lM.'llr,!    |,,,,„l,      l„. 

*^'«-ll    !"•   Ir.Ml,,.,!   III,.  ,„,,,,,,,       ,    ,,        , 

'"•^"■''  "'••  .•xiunsi ,.,  i„     ""■'^"""''••^'"■ 
f--^ -' ''^^in';: ':;:;/:',;'' v:.''-''^^^ 

";;'•'•••"••"•• -M>. .'.  ^l:^  L : '  H ''V; 

"'^'••n.  v,.rv, ./(,.„.  sf.KHl  in,).;..  '''"  '''"' 

;'"''''-----..  win!      ;:.'7;/ :'''-•;•  .'';^^^ 


TJic  sir  inn   vv; 


ic  knew    f  vv.^      Ti.       i-    ,•  ^'  '7  {"'inf   uhcrf 


J'VC,    M.'iJTifc. 


•     sairl.    softly.       "fior,r| 


J  f^'^lH.nthislK.ly  against  th<.. -in,  ,n.,.,.,,    ^^ 
■^f'll  koepin^^  lo  the  l,ark   uavs    until   I      -   ''^  ■'^'' 
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whore.  Iiowovit.  lu-  patiscd  (inly  for  a  moment  to 
mako  a  (juick  snrvi-y  of  the  prcmist'S.  A  j^lancc 
salisliod  him;  lu-  ran  to  the  next  fciut.',  hoisted 
hitnst'lf  wearily  oxer  il.  and  (hvippod  into  Ro^'er 
Tabor's  haek  yard. 

He  took  sheUer  from  the  wind  for  a  moment  or 
two,  leanini,'  ai,Minst  llie  fenee,  Itreathinjj;  heavily; 
then  he  stumbled  on  across  the  obliterated  pa.ths 
of  a  vejjjetable-jj^arden  until  he  reaehed  the  house, 
and  bej:[inninj;  with  the  kitehen,  l)ejj[an  to  make 
the  circuit  of  the  windows,  peering  cautiously  into 
each  as  he  went,  ready  to  tap  on  the  jiane  should 
he  catch  a  jjjlimjise  of  Ariel,  and  ])re]iared  to  run  if 
he  stumbled  up(>'-  her  jjjrandfather.  But  the  place 
seemed  empty:  he  had  made  his  reconnaisance 
apparently  in  vain,  and  was  t)n  the  point  of  j^oing 
away,  when  he  heard  the  click  of  the  front  gate 
and  saw  Ariel  coming  tt)wards  him,  her  old  water- 
proof cloak  about  her  head  and  shoulders,  the 
patched,  scant.  fVided  skirt,  which  he  knew  so 
well,  blowing  about  hc'  tumultuously.  At  the 
sound  of  the  gate  he  had  .Touched  ck)se  againsi 
the  side  of  the  house,  but  she  saw  him  at  once. 

She  sto])j;L\l  abrujitly,  and  throwing  the  water- 
proof back  from  her  head,  kioked  at  him  through 
the  driven  fog  of  snow.  One  of  her  hands  w^as 
stretched  towards  liim  involuntarily,  and  it  was 
m    that    ;ittitude    that    lie   king   remembered   lier: 
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•.an,,  o„ust..J,::r-;;';;"f;.^;---iK ,.,,,. 

""  liim  will,  a  ,,r.„„    -^   .     '   '^•'"''■''  '■y<-'^  live! 

that  was  .ln,tst';     ';.'•■:  '>■;"''  ^"•'n^pionshi,, 
Suddenly  she  ra„  t„  |,i„,    ^.■,,  .        .       , 

„   ^^ 'J"'-™"  know  r. '■•,,,,., id' 

that  ouestL  '    "  •       "  '''"'''"'"  '^''  "^^'^J^'  t^' 

lUtbcion.        Come  intc,  the  ]ion^<.      r- 

•some  cofrec  on  the  stcv.  f  ^  ''^^  ^"^^ 

'ind  down  the  street  u-nti-ur  f  '''''"  "f^ 

^^egan  to  get  hght.'  ^  ^      '  ^""  ''''''  '^^'^  '^ 

"Your  grandfather  \v(;n't— " 

"I'm  runnW  a„     ,         '"T  '"™  "'""  '"  f"". 
he  said   "but  r        I  «""'^  Gomorrah  " 

pret:;^wh!;e  pi,,;  •■"""^'' '°  '°°^  ''-*■  --^  '■- 

••I  know  w,,ere  you  stopped  tCook  baek  ••  she 
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answered,  brushing  him  heartily  with  her  red 
hands.  "You  came  in  the  alley  way.  It  was 
Mamie's  window." 

He  did  not  reply,  and  the  only  visible  token 
that  he  had  any  consciousness  of  this  clairvoyance 
of  hers  was  a  slight  lift  of  his  higher  eyebrow. 
She  wasted  no  time  in  getting  him  to  the  kitchen, 
where,  when  she  had  removed  his  overcoat,  she 
placed  him  in  a  chair,  unwound  the  comforter,  and, 
as  carefully  as  a  nurse,  lifted  the  cap  from  his  in- 
jured head.  When  the  strip  of  towel  was  disclosed 
she  stood  quite  still  for  a  moment  with  the  cap  in 
her  hand ;  then  with  a  broken  little  cry  she  stooped 
and  kic:;ed  a  lock  of  his  hair,  which  escaped,  discol- 
ored, beneath  the  bandage. 

"Stop  that!"  he  commanded,  horribly  embar- 
rassed. 

"Oh,  Joe,"  she  cried,  "I  knew!  I  knew  it  was 
there— but  to  see  it!  And  it's  my  fault  for  leaving 
you— I  had  to  go  or  I  wouldn't  have— I—" 

"Where'd  you  hear  about  it?"  he  asked,  shortly. 

"  I  haven't  been  to  bed, "  she  answered.  "  Grand- 
father and  I  were  up  all  night  at  Uncle  Jonas's,  and 
Colonel  Flitcroft  came  about  two  o'clock,  and  he 
told  us." 

"Did  he  tell  you  about  Norbert?" 

"Yes— a  great  deal."  She  poured  cofifee  into  a 
cup  from  a  pot  on  the  stove,  brought  it  to  him, 
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thct.  placing  some  thin  slices  of  I, read  upon  a  L'ri.I 
M-on.  began  to  toast  them  over  the-  hot  <•  .Is  '•  The 
Colonel  said  that  Norhert  thought  he  wouldn't  get 
well,  she  coneluded;  "and  Mr.  Arp  said  Xorbert 
n'as  the  kind  that  never  die.  and  they  had  quite 
an  argument."  '  ^ 

"  What  were  you  doing  at  Jonas  Tabor's  r  asked 
Joe.  dnnkmg  his  coffee  with  a  brightening  eye 
"We  were  sent  for."  she  answered 
"What  for.?" 

She  toasted  the  brerd  attentively  without  re- 
plying, and  when  she  decided  that  it  was  brown 
enough,  piled  it  on  a  warm  plate.  This  she  brought 
to  him,  and  kneeling  in  front  of  him.  her  elbow  on 

I"  .r";    ""^^""'^   ^°'   ^'^   consideration,    looking 
steadfastly  up  at  his  eyes.     He  began  to  eat  raven 
ously  ' 

"What  for.?"  he  repeated.  "I  didn't  suppose 
Jonas  would  let  you  come  in  his  house.  Was  he 
sick?" 

"Joe,"  she  said,  quietly,  disregarding  his  ques- 
tions—"Joe.  have  you  got  to  run  away?" 

''  Yes.  I've  got  to."  he  answered. 

"  Would  you  have  to  po  to  prison  if  you  stayed  ?" 
bhe  asked  this  with  a  breathless  tensity. 

"  I'm  not  going  to  beg  father  to  help  me  out  " 
he  said  determinedly.  "He  said  he  wouldn't. 
-"-^  ^-  11  be  spared  the  chance.     H 
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that ;  nobody  will  care !    N'obod y !    What  (1< >cs  any 
bofly  can'  wlial  /  do!" 

"  N'ow  you're  thinking  of  Mamie!"  she  cried. 
"  I  can  always  tell.  Whenever  you  don't  talk 
naturally  you're  thinking  of  her!" 

Me  poured  down  the  last  of  the  colTee.  growing 
red  t  '  •  tips  of  his  ears.  "Ariel."  he  said,  "if  I 
ever  cc^ine  back  —  " 

"Wait,"  she  interrupted.  "Would  you  have  to 
go  to  prison  right  away  if  they  caught  you?" 

"Oh,  it  isn't  that."  he  laughed,  sadly.  "But 
I'm  going  to  clear  out.  I'm  not  going  to  take  any 
chances.  I  want  to  sec  other  parts  of  the  world, 
other  kinds  of  people.  I  might  have  gone,  anyhow, 
soon,  even  if  it  hadn't  been  for  last  night.  Don't 
you  ever  feel  that  way?" 

"You  knov.  T  do."  she  said.  "I've  told  you — 
how  often!  But,  Joe,  Joe, —you  haven't  any 
vioney!     You've  gi  *  to  have  money  to  live!'' 

"You  needn't  worry  about  that."  returned  the 
master  cf  seven  dollnrs,  genially.  "I've  saved 
enough  to  take  core  of  nic  for  a  long  time." 

"Joe,  please!  I  know  ii  isn't  so.  If  you  could 
wait  just  a  little  while — onl\  a  few  weeks, — only  a 
jen\  Joe — " 

"What  for?" 

"  I  could  let  you  have  all  you  want.  It  would 
be  such  a  beautiful  thing  for  me,  Joe.     Oh,  I  Know 
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how  youVI  feel;  ;..,„  wo.Mn't  even  le,  „„.  ^,„.  ,..„ 
that  d„llnr     loun.l  in  ,he  street  hsi  vcar,  b„,  ,u,. 

me  back  sometime  -  " 

"Arid!"  he  cxelaimed.  an,l.  setting  his  emptv 
■up  u,x,„  the  H„or.  took  her  l,v  the  slt.nl.le-s  n  I 
h<„k  her  t,ll  the  empty  plate  whieh  ha,!  hekj 
toas   ,lrop,«,  from  her  han,|  and  broke  into  fr  ,. 
ments.       You've  heen  rea,hn„  the.  .1  rahfu,,  A,,/,/,  /  • 
iNo.no,    she  erie,l.  vehemently,     "Gran.lfather 
-ouW  gre  me  unythinK-      He'll   «ive  „,e  all  ,h, 
Tti^.icy  I  ask  for! 

"  Wy!-'  saul  Joe.     "  Which  of  us  is  wander- 
mg.     Money. ^     Roger  Tabor  give  you  ,noneyr 

Not  for  a  while.     A  great  many  things  have 
to  be  settled  first."  ^     "^'w 

"What  things.'" 

''Joe."  .she  asked,  earnestly,  -do  y.>u  think  ifs 
bad  of  me  not  to  feel  things  I  on.ht  to  feel.- 
i\o. 

"Then    Im  ghd."  she  said,   and  .somethmg  in 
the  way  she  spoke  m^de  him  start  with  pain    re- 
membenng  the  sa,ne  words,  spoken  in  the  sl.me 
tone,   by  another  voice,   the  night   before  on  the 
veranda.     "  Im   glad.  Joe,   hecau.se   I   s.eme 
wrong  to   myself.     Uncle  Jonas   d.ed    last   nigh 
and  I  haven't  been  able  to  get  son-v.     Perhaps 
«t  s  because   i  ve   been  so  fnghtened  about   vou, 
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but  I  think  not,   for  I   wasn't  Sony  f\-en  bt-fore 
Colonel  Flitcn^ft  told  nu-  about  you." 

"Jonas  Tabor  dead!"  said  Joe.     "Why,   1  saw 
him  on  the  street  yesterday!" 

"Yes,  and  I  saw  him  just  before  I  eame  out  on 
the  porch  where  you  were.  He  was  there  in  the 
hall;  he  and  Judge  Pike  had  been  having  a  long 
talk;  they'd  been  in  some  speculations  together, 
and  it  had  all  turned  out  well.  It's  very  strange, 
but  they  say  now  that  Uncle  Jonas's  heart  was 
weak  —  he  was  an  old  man,  you  know,  almost 
eighty,— and  he'd  been  very  anxious  about  his 
money.  The  Judge  had  persuaded  him  to  risk  it; 
and  the  shock  of  finding  that  he'd  made  a  great 
deal  suddenly — " 

"I've  heard  he'd  had  that  same  shock  before," 
said  Joe,  "when  he  sold  out  to  your  father." 

"Yes,  but  this  was  different,  grandfather  says. 
He  told  me  it  was  in  one  of  those  big  risky  busi- 
nesses that  Judge  Pike  likes  to  go  into.  And  last 
night  it  was  all  finished,  the  strain  was  over,  and 
Uncle  Jonas  started  home.  His  house  is  only  a 
little  way  from  the  Pikes',  you  know;  but  he 
dropped  down  in  the  snow  at  his  own  gate,  and 
some  people  who  were  going  by  saw  him  fall.  He 
was  dead  before  grandfather  got  there." 

"I  can't  be  sorry,"  said  Joe,  slowly. 

"Neither  can  I.     That's  the  dreadful  part  of  it! 
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Tlicy  say  l,o  harln't  made  a  will    tlnf  tl,       i    , 

.™^s,,anx.,.t,a„a„y,„,y.,,.;:^t'l:,;f:,;; 

about  any  other  m-iti-f^r  r^F  i      ■  .  *^""(i 

on,.  fi.-       1  matter  of  business,  that  was  tlie 

one  tiling  he  put  off.     And  we're  all  the  kin  h.  h 
;n  the  world,  grandfather  and  I.     And    j'^i^-^^' 

en- voice  sank  to  a  whisper  of  exeiten.ent-^\hev 
a     he  was  rieher  than  anybodv  knew,  and  tin 
this  last  business  with  [udL'e  Pik,.    th  t 

that  ki'llori  u-  -^     ^  ^'  ^"^'  ^■^'^^'  thing 

that  killed  him -something  about  grain -made 
him  five  times  richer  than  before'" 

She  put  her  hand  on  the  boy's  arm.  and  ho  let 

t  remain  there.     Her  eyes  still  sought   his  with 

a  tremulous  appeal.  "^  \Mtn 

''God  bless  you.  Ariel!"  he  said.     "Ifs  goin^r 
to  be  a  great  thing  for  vou."  ^ 

'•Yes.  Yes.  it  is."  The  tears  came  suddenly 
to  her  eyes.  "I  .vas  foolish  last  ni.ht.  but  he  e 
had  been  such  a  long  time  of  ..n/^  things  and 
now-and  now  grandfather  and  I  can  go-"' 

You  re  going,  too!"  Joe  chuckled 

san'cf  r"'"'"  u"  T"'-     ""^""'^'^  '^'^'  -^^  -  thou- 
sand times  what  he's  said  ten  times  a  thousand 

^ou  re  going  to  Paris!" 

"Paris!  Yes.  that's  it.  To  Paris,  where  he 
can  see  at  last  how  the  great  ones  have  painted  - 
where  the  others  can  show  him!     T<,  Paris,  wltre 
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we  can  study  together,  where  he  can  learn  how  t<. 
put  the  pictures  he  sees  upon  canvas,  and  where 

"Go  on."  Joe  encouraged  her.     *•  I  want  to  hear 

you  say  It.     You  don't  mean  that  you're  going  to 

study   painting;  you   mean   that   vouVe  going  to 

earn  how  to  make  such  fellows  as  Eugene  ask  vou 

to  cJance.     Go  ahead  and  say  it  !" 

"Yes— to  learn  how  to  dress!"  she  said 
Joe  was  silent  for  a  moment.     Then  he  rose  and 
took  the   ragged   overcoat   from  the   back  of  his 
chair.     "Where's  that  muffler.?"  he  asked 

She  brought  it  from  where  she  had  placed  it  to 
dry,  behind  the  stove. 

;;joe."  she  said,  huskily,  "can't  you  wait  till-" 
Ti  1  the  estate  is  settled  and  you  can  coax  your 
grandfather  to—"  ^ 

]_'No.  no!     But  you  could  go  with  us  " 

To  Paris.?" 
'•He  would  take  you  as  his  secretary." 
'  Aha!"     Joe's  voice  rang  out  gavlv  as  he  rose 
refreshed  by  the  cof  ..  toast,  and  warmth  she  hid 
given    him.     "You've    been    story -reading.  Ariel 
like   Eugene!     'Secretary'!" 
"Please,  Joe!" 

"Where's    my    tin   dinnerpail.?"     He    found    it 
himself  upon  the  table  where  he  had  set  it  down 
1  m  going  to  earn  a  dishonest  living."  he  went 
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»uth  of  t.,e  yard.     Thank  God  T'  ■'  ""'^ 

away  from  Canaa,,!"  '     "  «"'"8  '»  get 

"Wait,    foe'"     c:v,.. 
vvantyo^tol:"     '^'^^   "'"Kl"   ^t    his    sleeve.      "I 

-Good-bye,  Arieir  °"°"'-"''    ''™    ->°^ely- 

"No.  no!     Watt,  Joe!" 
He  took  her  right  hand  in  his  own    .    , 

a  manly  shake.     "Ifs  all  Zh        u     '       "^  ^""''^  '^ 
R«  ft,  "  ^'Sht,     he  said 

=he":o:XT:a:^,r!-7''-■--. 

go?"  she  cried.  '    '^''"'^  >''^"  ^^^  to 

"Don't  you  ever  worry  about  me  "     H     k 
his  head  to  the  storm  .,c  T  -^^  ^^"^ 

-s„o...rear™rr„^.:[:z?^^^^^ 

doorway  Then  it  e  TT''  '^''"'"1^  '"  tin- 
know  Where  toMHoti^^^  's^  "'^  "■°""'  ""^ 
th^  gate  and  through  "t  Air  T  'T  '"™  '" 
had  covered  his  footpri    s  '  ""   "'^^^'•^ 
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iHE   passing  of  Joseph   from  Canaan 
'was   complete.     It    was   an   evanish- 
ment    for   which    there    was   neither 
'sackcloth   nor   surprise;   and   though 
'there  came  no  news  of  him  it  can- 
not be  said  that  Canaan  did  net  hear  of  him    for 
surely   it    could    hear   itself   talk.     The   death    of 
Jonas  Tabor  and  young  Louden 's  crime  and  flight 
incited  high  doings  in  the  "National  House"  win- 
dows;  many   days    the    sages    lingered    with    the 
broken  meats  of  morals  left  over  from  the  banquet 
of  gossip.     But.  after  all,  it  is  with  the  ladies  of  a 
community  that  reputations  finallv  rest,  and  the 
matrons  of  Canaan  had  long  ago  made  Joe's  ex- 
ceedingly uncertain.     Now  they  made  it  certain 
They  did  not  fail  of  assistance.     The  most  pow- 
er ul  influence  in  the  town  was  ponderouslv  cor- 
roborative:  Martin   Pike,   who  stood   for  all  that 
was  respectable  and  financial,  who  passed  the  plate 
o    Sundays,  who  held  the  fortunes  of  the  town  in 
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ties,  courted  In-  mini;,^  f "  ""''"^y  '=^""- 

and  idle,  revered  h    IT         ^""^  ">'  '^e  wicked 
never  referred    „!       «""'J--.l"'lge  Jfartin  Pi,,. 

nf  ^  runau-av  save  in  th^ 

c^f  an  august  doomstcr      His  t.T  '''''^'^"^' 

In  time  the  preci  Jn  .       ^"f  "^""v  settled  it. 
-as  distorted  in  "L^^'""  "'  ^^^  ^"^'tive's  sins 

-lied  that  he  Ld  ^    ;:iX-'^^^"^:^^--- 
a  trach-tion,  a  legend    and  .  ^"^''  ^'  ^^^^'^"^^' 

^^  I^^:chard  in  tP^b  ."t'  fHr"'  ?  ^^^^'  >'^-^-- 
preached  at  bovs  cLh  f  ""  ''^^''-  "^  ^^'^'^ 
kecps^••'Dov^u  ;  ^  ^'"^^  "^^^'■b'^^  "for 
den?"     The  V  ;" n  .     ^'""  "^  ^'^'^  i^^  ^-u- 

andchiid:t^^h:r::::";^r'^^''"^^^^-^- 

called  suddenlv^    "/^^    1  'T  ""  '^^  ^^ 

doestheevi,n.;n     Hi::^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  Thus 

fame  of  the  unri^^hfo.        •  ""'  ^"'''  ^^^  'li- 

sped! ""'-'ghteous  merease  when   they  are 

Very  little  of  rn«f.r,i-,v     j 

fV-  durin,  t,,:  t™^    VifZr  ™"'  "^^■'"'■"- 
to  us;  he  ahvavs  h.  i  ^^'^   wandering  ,s  rcvealer' 

years  wlWeh  cm  the  hard  line.,  ii't.^rr 
first  account  of  hin,   to  re-u^h   r-  '"' 

■'-ctlytothc„-ind„,vsof,..v    :"■'", ^™'--^- 

-  Mr.   Arp.    h,.,teni„s  th  t     r   f^T7     "™" " 

satchel  in  I„nd.  could  hrin"H  '  "'""""■ 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

This  was  on  a  September  morning,  two  years 
after  the  flight,  and  Eskew,  it  appears,  had  been 
to  the  State  Fair  and    had    beheld   many  things 
strangely   aCiirming   his   eonstant   testimony   that 
this  unhapp)-  world  increaseth  in  sin;  strangest  of 
all,    his   meeting    with    our    vagrant    scalawag   of 
Canaan.     "  Not  a  blamebit  of  doubt  about  it,"  de- 
clared Eskew  to  the  incredulous  conclave.     "  There 
was  that  Joe,  and  nobody  else,  stuck  up  in  a  little 
box  outside  a  tent  at  the  Fair  Grounds,  and  sellin' 
tickets  to  see  the  Spotted  Wild  Boy!"     Yes,  it  was 
Joe  Louden!     Think  you,   Mr.   Arp  could' forget 
that  face,  those  crooked  eyebrows.?     Had  Eskew 
tested  the  recognition  ?     Had  he  spoken  with  the 
outcast.?     .,ad   he  not!     Ay.   but  with  such  pe- 
culiar result  that  the  battle  of  words  among  the 
sages  began  with  a  true  onset  of  the  regulars;  for 
according  to  Eskew's  narrative,  when  he  had  de- 
livered grimly  at  the  boy  this  charge,  "  I  know  you 
—you're  Joe  Louden  T'  the  extraordinary  reply  had 
been  made  promptly  and  without  change  of  coun- 
tenance: "  Positively  tio  free  seats!" 

On  this,  the  house  divided,  one  party  main- 
taining that  Joe  had  thus  endeavored  to  evade 
recognition,  the  other  (to  the  embitterment  of  Mr. 
Arp)  that  the  reply  was  a  distinct  admission  of 
identity  and  at  the  same  time  a  refusal  to  grant 
any  favors  on  the  score  of  past  acquaintanceship. 
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"GIVE  A  DOG  A  BAD  NAME- 

he  had  intended-  tir  t  f'''^'^','"^'"'"^''  ""■><■  .1..,, 
™  his  deseriptk,,,  „f  this  n  uv  ,  '^"^'^  ''^'"'"f: 

:?-..o..„d.en-,utat:t:t'  ,';';;:', ;;■;■""-'■■»■ 

>ou  know  what  a  spot  is.  Smnre  >■•     u  k      ,'''"'* 
out  of  the  tent   he   lv„  "  hen  ),e  came 

ticket-seller.-wh,,  seem    I  """"''''^'  """^'"''''   '1^- 
«nd.  when  not  en.u.T    '""r"^' """'^  ■^^"""-•■ 
himself  to  a   dir  v   h       1     ,    "  '"'"'■'•  '•">""'■'■ 
Joseph  Louden,  re  ,J:  ed  ^"^   '";'*•     "   -- 
h-ttle   paler,  inered  F.K     '^  f^    "^  '''  '""'<■  "'"^■'-'  ••' 
thin.     If  there  I  '■        f^'  """   ""■'^-■"lousl., 

wound-s„eh  as  m^t  l.ve  T  """'  "'  ""  "''' 
-nt.inst.n.ntmLX':?':;^''-' 

^vhir,cd";:i;er  ::c';.  f?  -  -^'^-  -a-.. 

himself  by  repea.in«  ,t  inte    ■.,;,"'  "'■"  ""'"''""^ 
"•ords,   ■•ConMn-t  of  be'      r";  V'"''""""''''"'' 

"It  was!     Dovon  ,t  shouted  Eskew. 

"  }ou  think  mv  eves  -jr..  .,„  t 
«^  yours?     I  saw  him.  I  toll  vou^^     tI  ^""' 

Joe  Louden,  run  away  an.^:^.,S:t^7^  ^-7^ 
^how.     He  wasn't  even  the  bo  s  of  t   t^        '  '"^" 

^^•as  about  the  .^ov^nest  loV      •  V        '      '  '"''"^^^^''' 
a  ^--nest-looKni   imman  I  ever  saw 

103 


Sii 


r' 

4-»'  ■* 

1^1 

i 

Hi 

B 

1 1 


J 


THE   CONQUEST   OF  CANAAN 

--and  most  humans  look  mijjhty  moan,  accordin' 
o  my  way  of  thinkin'!     RiffrafT  of  the  HfTrafT  arr 
Ins  friends  now.  same  as  thcv  were  here      Weeds' 
and  he's  a  weed,  always  was  and  always  will  ho' 
H.m  and  l;is  kind  am't  any  more  than"  jimpsons- 
overrun    everything,    if    you    ,nve    em   a   ehanee.' 
Dey.l-flowers!     They    have    to    1.    hoed    out   and 
soattered-even    then,    like   as   not.    they'll   come 
baek  next  year  and  nun  your  plantin'  once  more. 
That  hoy  Joe   -11  turn  up  here  again  some  day 
you  11  see  :f  he  don't.     He's  a  seed  of  trouble  and 
iniquity,  and  anything  of  tl,at  kind  is  sure  to  come 
back  to  Canaan!" 

Mr.    Arp    stuck    to    his    prediction    for    several 
montlis:  then  he  began  to  waver  and  evade      By 
the  end  r.f  the  second  year  following  its  first  utter'- 
anco.  ho  had  formed  the  habit  of  denying  that  he 
had  ever  made  it  at  all.  and.  finally  having  come 
to  believe  witli  all  his  heart  that  the  prophecy  had 
been  deliberately  foisted  upon  him  and  put  in  his 
mouth  by  Squire  Ruckalew.  became  so  sore  upon 
the  subject  that  even  tlie  hardiest  dared  not  refer 
lo  it  in  his  presence. 

Hskew's  story  of  the  ticket-seller  was  the  only 
news  of  Joe  Louden  that  came  to  Canaan  during 
seven  years.  Another  cit^^cn  of  the  town  encoun- 
tered the  wanderer,  however,  but  under  circum- 
stances so  susceptible  to  misconception  that,  in  a 
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"GIVE  A  DOG  A  BAD  NAME" 

moment  of  i||„n,jn„t,„„  1.,.,,,,,:,,    ,,    , 

,""■    ->'-r>"li.s   f..r   „„.    J  :      '•"^';™'  »'-l''  -ok 
misloitun..  to  Iln,|  tl„.  M  ,  :        ""  "  "■'s  l,is 

"■Wch  the  .liscrccth-  s  1,'i        "  "''"■'""*  '■^'''-""^^■»t. 
''"■  then.     liric.  K    F  !"'''""  ""''■'■'^  '"  '""k- 

'•"e  n,y,t  „.;,,■;.    '"■""'■  """"'  '■'■n-lf  .lanci,,,. 

inttetow„a„d;;T  ','■''''"■"  ^■"■>-'''-'-P 
Ce"a^/^.,„,P,,,;:;;;;;■M'«-lat.^...s,,,,,^^ 
«-ns  thorouKWy  ,„  ^,.,^.,,  ,;,,,^.  '  '  "'■  r"'-"'!  «h, 
••"■"v.d.    though    :,  I    „f    ,        '  "■'  "f  '-^'^  n'«M 

^■.■n...cfo.el^;«^^:,;':;:  •r'■'!■■•"■v•"'-««"- 
MefouKhtw,•thth^„ .  '"""^'''""^^  A  ■■al- 
and th™  th.  I,-„,,f,  .'       '^  '•"'"■^-'■"■"  «t  tlu.  doors, 

-  --.^'-rs  o.ftit  out. 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

proprietor,  living  up  to  his  reputation  for  always 
>e,n«  thou«ht.ul  of  his  patrons.    The  place  had 
been  a  n.ghtmare;  it  became  a  black  impussibili; 

thc'T  TTf  '"  """  °^  "'"  "l^"  '""^""■•'.  from 
the  Mil  of  which  a  man  had  just  1,  ,,x-(l 

••Th''t'"fV"'"l''\""f.'''  ™''"  ^'"-^  '°  W«  '»^- 

eauKht  h,m,  anyway,  as  soon  as   he   struck  the 
pavement      Us  a  big  n.i.l.     Come  this  Zr 

A  hght  hand  fell  upon  his  arm  and  he  followed 
.slea.hng,  blindly,  to  find  himself  pushed  thZh 
a  narrow  door^vay  and  down  a  flight  of  tricky 
wooden  steps,  nt  the  foot  of  which    s«houette^l' 
agamst  a  street  light,  a  tall  polieeman  w-as  in  gt'; 
He  la.  masterful  hands  on  Eugene,  ^• 

Sh   Mack!"  whispered  a  cautious  voice  ',oi  ■ 
the  stairway.     "Thaf>i  i  fr,-„„,i     ,      .  "^^    "^' 
one  of  those,  you  nd      He'    o  ,     """"  r"  ""' 
seared  to  death."  '  °"'^  ^'  ""*"'  «"d 

-■ter  w'ich  hrst-^Z    ;hem  nTly'"';:'^  """^ 
both  of  vp  I     AT  ^  ^«-f'emcntly.     On  yer  way, 

trvm    to  poke  yer  heads  in  here!     Ye VI  be  more 
anx:ous  to  ^it  out.  onee  ye  got  in.  I  tell  ye' 
A  sob  of  relief  came  from  Bantry  as  he  .nined 

his  side.       You  d  better  not  go  to  places  like 
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the  ■Stn.w.Cellar,-  ^jj  u,.  latter,  gravely      •■  ,■ . 
teen  watching  you  i„r  an  hour.     Y;ner;.         ' 
-th  the  girl  who  diU  the  cutting  ■•  ^""""^ 

f-."  he  babbled/t  rerentK-r'"' ''" '■^■- 
""■«•■<•  I  I  thought  she  loXr,  ?■'■■'■■  "'■■"■■"■ 
■■•  od  her  if  she'd  dan!.  ,  ''=""'^"""^^.  ^'"cl 
she  seemed  querrlan"  ",;;""  ,"'"  7''^"  '  -"■ 
->!  Pushing'as  ^e  die  d  ulni"  vf  !  ""'"  «"'""'« 
man-and  then  she-th  n  i^  v  !  T"  ""' 

fore—-"  '^'^  ''^^  done— be- 

Yes,"  said  the  other-  "«!,,. v  u 
to  do  it  for  a  long  Z^    t^^'V^T'""'"' 
-rt  of  a  girl,  thougl,,  in  lots  oft."     ^Ifr" 
Jay  I  talked  with  her  .,n,l     .  ^^  ^''^''''■■ 

calmed  her  out  0  it      R  T        ""''  "'™8'"  ''^ 

women.  Th":^'"  ;U:  ^p  i"d  ^'in:' T 

Ha"  e,Tnd  rf.'^C  "T  -"■-■-^^^^^^ 

not  to  thr;;reL:^;r,:-'--^But  that's 

keep  a^ay  from  the  'Straw-cX  '■  J^u  a  J"" 
caught  with  the  rest  you'd  have  h»d  .  ,  " 
-d  they'd  have  foun'd  out  ;!  r  'a.  nam  T 
•^cau.   ,'s  pretty  ..ious  I   ac^'nt  "  'yr; 
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THE   CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

'lancing  with  her  when  she  did  it,  and  tho  Ca- 
naan papers  wottld  l:ave  got  Iiold  of  it  and  you 
EucJl^i"  '.         ^'"'"'"^    '"  ^'''^"'   P^^^'^  ^ny  more. 

Eugene  dropped  his  arm  from  his  eyes  and  stared 
nUo  the  face  of  his  step- brother. 
"Joe  Louden!"  he  gasped 

out  if"  l,Tr  ''"'"  ''^'^  •^"''     "^°^'^  ^^"--  keep 
out  o   all  this  sort.     You  don't  understand  it.  and 

y<)u  dont-you  don't  do  it  because  you  care" 
He  smiled  wanly,  his  odd  distorted  smile  of  friend- 
mess       'When  you  go  back  you  might  tell  father 
I  m  all  right.     I'm  working  through  a  law-school 
here-and  remember  me  to  Norbert  Flitcroft  "  he 
finished,  with  a  chuckle. 
Eugene  covered  his  eyes  again  and  groaned. 
Its  all  right."  Joe  assured  him.     "You're  as 
safe  as  if  it  had  never  happened.     And  I  expect" 
-he  went  on.  thoughtfully -«' I  expect,  maybe, 
you  d  prefer  not  to  say  you'd  seen  me.  when  you  go 
back  to  Canaan.     Well,  that's  all  right.     I  don't 
suppose  father  will  be  asking  after  me-exactly  " 
No.  he  doesn't,"  said  Eugene,  still  white  and 
shaking.     "Don't  stand  talking.     I'm  sick  " 

;■  Of  course."  returned  Joe.     "But  there's  one 
thing  I  would  like  to  ask  you—" 

;;Your  father's  health  is  perfect.  I  believe  " 
It-it-it  was  something  else."  Joe  stammered 
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pitifully.     "Are  they  all-  ..o  they  all-all  right  a 
-at  Judge  Pike's?"  •  ngnt  at 

"Quite!"Eugenerer.'ie<i.sharph.  "  Are  you  going 
to  get  me  away  from  h...  :      r^  sick.  I  tell  y^r  ' 
This  street,   said  Joe,  and  cheerfully  led  the  way 
Five  minutes  later  the  two  had  parted,  and  Joe 
leaned    against    a    cheap    restaurant    sign-board 
drearily  stanng  after  the  lamps  of  the  gypsy  night^ 
cab  he  had  found  for  his  step-brother      Eugene 
had  not  offered  to  share  the  vehicle  with  him.'had 
not  even  replici  to  his  good-night 

And  Joe  himself  had  neglected  to  do  something 
he  might  well  have  dune:  he  had  not  asked  Eugene 
for  news  of  Ariel  Tabor.  It  will  not  justifv  him 
entire  y  to  suppose  that  he  assumed  that  her 
grandfather  and  she  had  left  Canaan  never  to 
return  and  therefore  Eugene  knew  nothing  of  her- 
no  such  explanation  serves  Joe  for  his  neglect,  for' 

Z"  Z  u         '"  '^"'  ^'  ^"^  "^^  ^h^-^^^t  of  her 
She  had  been  a  sort  of  playmate,  before  his  flight' 
a  friend  taken  for  granted,  about  whom  he  had 
consciously  thought  little  more  than  he  thought 
about   himself -and   easily   forgotten.     Not   for- 
gotten m  the  sense  that  she  had  passed  out  of  his 
memory,   but   forgotten  none   the   less;  she   had 
never  had  a  place  in  his  imaginings,  and  so  it  be- 
fell that  when  he  no  longer  saw  her  from  day  to 
day.  she  had  gone  from  his  thoughts  altogether. 

log 


:^i|fl 


m 


lAi 


ii' 


viir 

A    BAD    PEWV    TI'U.VS    ^tp 

UGE\E  rlld  not  inform  Canaan,  nor 
"ny  .nhabitant,  of  liis  adventure  of 

tl. e.-Stra«-.Cellar."  nor  .li.Ianv  hear 
'"    "s  meeting  «-itli  his  step-brother  • 

,  ■'"     '"''"■  ■'^'''    •^'■P'^  arlventure,  nvc 
earZ^tt  '"'"  ]"'  ™'-™hab,e  before  the  town 

firs    hanc     m""'"",""  "^"'"-  ™''  "'-'  ''  "-«'  "t 
nrst  hand,  Mr.  Arp's  proplie.v  fell  true    and  he 

own  the  morn.ng  of  its  fulfiln.ent.     Joe  I  ouden 

had  come  baek  to  Can.aan 
The  elder  Louden  was  the  first  to  know  of  his 

prod,gars  return.     He  was  alone  in  the  offiee  ^ 

he  wooden-butter-dish  faetorv.  of  whieh  helas 
the  supernttendent.  when  the  >-ou„..  man  ea n  e  h 
unannouneed.     He   was   still   pale   and    th,V   li 
e.vebrows  had  the  same  erook.  one  come    of  h 
mouth  the  s:.n,e  droop;  he  was  only  an  i,  oh  or  so 
Uler   not  enough  to  be  thought  a  tall  man"  nd 
vet,  for  a  few  moments  the  father  did  not  reeognile 
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A  BAD  PENNY  TURNS   UP 

■^ou  don't  kiiou-  me  "  s-iiM   I, 
f""y.     -PcWiaps   rv.  chant,  """'"■""■'■■ 

And  he  l,cM  .„'„  hi,  ;;„'""«"'    ■"   ---    v..,.,.s/' 

Joe's  hand  fell. 

''Yes,  l\c  come  back  to  Canaan  " 

•HI".  Louden  looked  -if  hir^.       i 

rei^vin,;  finally  he  i:;!,!",,.     ''""''■'"■"■''''""• 

"  I  see  you've  st 

"Oh     t\v>   (  I -^car  (,n  your  forehead  " 

Uh.    Uc   for^oti    .   all   about   that"   said    th 
^^ther,  twisting  his  hat  in  his  han<Ls.      -  Se^•  "  -e   " 
wipes  out  a  good  manv  grievances  .n  i  "        ' 

'•vou  think  so.'- Ai.;r;:;;x;^^-^^^'^ 

.  V  ^'>:"c"u-here,  I  sui)pose." 

Ao,  I've  come  back  to  stav." 
^Ir.  Louden  plamly  recei\-ed'Vhic  .. 

surprise.     "  What  for  ^-  I         ,  "''  ^^"'^^''^^'"^ 

1  u  nat  toi  .      he  asked,  slowly 

io  practise  law,  father  " 

"What!" 
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THE   CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

'■  Vcs."  said  the  young  man.      'There  ought  to 
be  an  openi,  g  here  for  me.     I'm  a  graduate  of  as 
good  a  law-school  as  there  i-.  in  the  country—" 
"You  are!" 

^'Tertamly."  said  Joe.  quietly.     -I've  put  my- 
self chrough,  working  in  the  summer—" 

"Working!"      Mr.     Louden      snorted.      "Side- 
shows.'" 

"Oh,  worse  than  that,  sometimes,"  returned  his 
son.  laughmg.  "Anything  I  could  get.  But  I'vf 
always     anted  to  come  back  home  and  work  here  " 

Mr.  Louden  leaned  forward,  a  hand  on  each 
knee,  his  brow  deeply  corrugated.  "  Do  you  think 
you'll^ get  much  practice  in  Canaan.?" 

"  Why  not  ?  r^  ^  harl  a  year  in  a  good  office  in 
Neu  \ork  since  I  left  the  school,  and  I  think  I 
ought  to  get  along  all  right." 

"Oh,"  said  Mr.  Louden,  briefly.     "You  do?" 

"Yes.     Don't  you?" 

"Who  do  you  think  in  Canaan  would  put  a  case 
m  your  hands.?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  expect  to  get  an-thing  important 
at  the  start.     But  after  a  while—" 

"With  your  reputation.?" 

The  smile  which  had  faded  from  Joe's  lips  re- 
turned  to  them.     "Oh,    I  know  they  thought   I 
was  a  harum-scarum  sort  of  boy,"  he  answered 
lightly,   "and  that  it  was  a  foolish  thing  to  run 
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to  you  for  help-" 

"I  meant  it,"  said  Mr.  Lou-k-n. 

tovvn'^'r'^'"'''  '"'■'"  -''^'"'  "^^"'  '-'"''  ^  ^^^PP'^^e  thr 
-ns  forgotten  all  ab.>ut  it,  an.,r..,.;ttenn.e. 
too.     bo.  you  see,  I  ean  nuike  a  fresh  start     That's 
what  I  eame  baek  fr,r."  ' 

*'  You've  made  up  your  mind  to  stay  liere,  then  ?" 

"  I  don't  believe,"  said  Mr.  Louden,  with  marked 
uneasmess,  "that  Mrs.  Louden  would  be  w:lHn,  o 
let  you  hve  with  us."  ^ 

"Xo,"  said  Joe,  gently.  "I  didn't  expc  1  it  " 
He  turned  to  the  window  and  looke.1  out.  a^-erting 
h..  taee  yet  seoring  himself  with  the  eontempt 
he  had  learned  to  f.d  for  those  who  i>itv  them 

b>  Mr.  Louden  s  breathing,  which  eould  be  heard 
^K>avy  and  troubled. 

_\t    last   Joe   turned    again,    sn.iling   as    before. 
__   ^  til,  I  won  t  keep  you  from  your  work."  he  said 

1  suppose  you're  pretty  busy—" 
_'Yes    I  amr  responded  his  father,  promptlv. 

But  1 11  see  you  again  before  you  go.     I  want  to 
gne  you  some  advice." 

"I'm    not    going."    said    Joe.     "  Xot    going    to 
leave  Canaan,  I  mean.     Where  wHl  I  find  Eugene  .'" 

Hi 


li 


If  J 


'  til 


r 

I      li 
I'll 


'^^z^'if'.''-''  ■■■i:':Ti-'" 


¥JF 


1 


1 

If    » 


1  1 


THE   CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

"Al  the  Tocsin  ofiice;  he's  the  assistant  editor. 
Jud^e  Pilce  bought  the  Tocsw  last  year,  and  h-j 
thinks  a  good  deal  of  Eugene.  Don't' forget  I  said 
to  come  to  see  me  again  before  you  go." 

Joe  eame  over  to  the  older  man  and  held  out 
his  hand.  "Shak'e  hands,  father."  he  said.  Mr. 
Louden  looked  at  him  out  of  small  implacable 
eyes,  the  steady  hostility  of  which  only  his  wife 
or  the  imperious  Martin  Pike,  his  employer,  could 
quell.     He  shook  his  head. 

"I  don't  see  any  use  in  it."  he  answered.  "It 
wouldn't  mean  anything.  All  my  life  I've  been 
a  liard-working  man  and  an  abiding  man.  Before 
you  got  in  trouble  you  never  did  anything  you 
ought  to;  you  ran  with  tlie  lowest  people  in  town, 
and  I  and  all  your  folks  were  ashamed  of  you.  I 
don't  see  that  we've  got  a  call  to  be  any  different 
now."  He  swung  round  to  his  desk  emphatically, 
on  the  last  word,  and  Joe  turned  away  and  went 
out  quietly. 

But  it  was  a  bright  morning  to  which  he  emerged 
from  tlie  outer  doors  of  the  factory,  and  he  made 
his  wa\'  towards  Main  Street  at  a  lively  gait.  As  he 
turned  the  corner  opposite  the  "  National  House," 
he  walked  into  Mr.  Eskew  Arp.  The  old  man 
drew  back  angrily 

"Lord    'a'   mercy!"   cried  Joe,    heartily.     "It's 

you  down!"    Then,   as 


Mr.   Arp!     I   almost  ran 
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Mr.  Arp  made  no  response,  hut  str.orl  stock-still  ,p 
tne  way.  staring  at  hin.  fiercely.  "  Don't  you  kn.u^ 
Lo^dtn:-      '       ^^^^  >--^— n  aske.1.      "  I'm  Joe 

Eskew  abruptly  thrust  his  face  close  to  the 
other  s.  "Xo  free  seatsf"  he  hissed,  sa^-a,elv;  and 
swept  across  to  the  hotel  to  set  his  world  afire 

Joe  looked  after  the  irate,  receding  figure,  and 
vatched  It  disappear  into  the  Main  Street  door  of 
the  National  House."  As  the  door  closed,  he  be- 
came aware  of  a  mighty  shadow  upr.n  the  pax-e- 
ment.  an<l  turning,  behehl  a  fat  voung  man  wear- 
ing upon  his  forehead  a  scar  similar  to  his  own 
waddhng  by  with  eyes  fixed  upon  him. 

"How  are  you.  Xorbert.^"  Joe  began.  "Don't 
you  remember  me.^  I-"  He  came  to  a  full  stop. 
as  the  fat  one,  thrusting  out  an  under  lip  as  his 
only  token  of  recognition,  passed  balefullv  on 

Joe  proceeded  slowly  until  he  came  to  the  Tocsin 
building.  At  the  foot  of  the  stairway  leadincr  up 
to  the  offices  he  hesitated  for  a  few  moments  •  then 
he  turned  away  and  walked  towards  the  oukKt 
pa-t  of  Main  Street.  Most  of  the  people  he  met 
took  no  notice  of  him.  only  two  or  three  giving  him 
second  glances  of  half-cognizance,  as  though  he 
reminded  them  of  some  one  they  could  not  place 
and  It  was  not  until  ],e  h.d  come  near  the  Pike 
Mansion  that  he  saw  a  full  recognition  in  the  eyes 
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of  one  of  the  many  whom  ho  knew,  and  who  had 
known  him  in  liis  boyhood  in  the  town.  A  lady, 
turning  a  corner,  looked  up  carelessly,  and  then 
half-stopped  within  a  few  feet  of  him,  as  if  startled. 
Joe's  cheeks  went  a  sudden  crimson;  for  it  was  the 
lady  of  his  old  dreams. 

Seven  years  h.ul  made  .Mamie  Pike  only  prettier. 
She  had  grown  into  her  young  womanhood  with 
an  ampleness  that  had  nothing  of  oversufliciency 
in  it,  nor  anywhere  a  threat  that  some  day  there 
might  be  too  much  of  her.     Not  quite  seventeen 
when  he  had  last  seen  her,  now,  at  twenty-four,  her 
amber   hair   elaborately   becoming  a   plump   and 
regular  face,  all  of  her  old  charm  came  over  him 
once  more,  and  it  immediately  seemed  to  him  that 
he  saw  clearly  his  real  n.-ason  for  coming  back  to 
Canaan.     She  had  been  the  Rich-Little-Girl  of  his 
child    days,    the   golden    princess    playing   in    the 
Palace -Grounds,  and  in  his  early  boyhood   (until 
he  had  gn^wn  wicked  and  shabb\-)   he  had  been 
sometimes  invited   to   th-   Pike   M.ansion   for  the 
games  and  ice-cream  of  the  daughter  of  the  house, 
before    her   dancing   days   began.     Pie    had    gone 
timidly,  not  daring  ever  to  "call "her  in  "Quaker 
Afeeting"  or  "Post-office,"  but  watching  her  rev- 
•  Tcntly  and  surreptitiously  and  continually.     She 
had  always  seemed  to  him  the  one  thing  of  all  the 
world    most   rare,    most    mysterious,    most   unap- 
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proachabl..     Sho   had    not   ofTercl   an   apparition 
ess  so  ,n  those  days  when  he  began  to  coZ  ^nTer 
the  suspicion  of  Canaan,  when  the  ol,I  people  be 
^an   to  look  upon  him   hotly,   th.   voung  people 
coldly.     His  very  exclusion  wove  for  him  a  glL ,' 
about  her.  an<l  she  was  more  than  ever  his  moon 
far.  lovely,  tinattainable.  and  brilliant,  never  to  be 
reaehed  by  his  lifted  arms,  but  only  bv  his  lifted 
eyes.     Nor  had  his  long  absence  obliterated  that 
light,   somewhere    ,n    his   <lreams    it   alwr.ys    had 
place,  shm.ng.  perhaps,  with  a  fainter  lustre  as  the" 
years  grew  to  seven,  but  never  gone  altogether 
Now.  at  last,  that  he  stood  in  her  verv  pLence 
again  it  sprang  to  the  full  flood  of  its  old  brilliance 
— and  more! 

As  she  came  to  her  half-stop  of  surprise,  startled 
he  took  his  courage  in  two  hands,  anrl.  lifting  his 
hat.  stepped  to  her  side.  " 

;;  You-you  remember  mc>-  he  stammered. 
^^  yes.    she  answered,  a  little  breathlesslv 
Ah    that's  kind  of  you!"  he  cried,  and  began 
to  walk  on  with  her,  unconsciously.     "  I  feel  like  a 
returned  ghost  wandering  about-invisible  and  un- 
recognized.    So  few  people  seem  to  remember  me  -" 
1   think  you  are  wrong.     I  think  you'll   find 
everybody  remembers  you."   she   responded,    un- 

No,  I'm  afraid  not,"  he  began.     "I " 
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"I'm  alVai.l  theyd.)!" 

j"^-  lauKiu.I  a  little.  "Mv  fath- r  was  s^ivin^ 
sonuahniR  like  that  t.,  rnr  a  uhil.  u^n.  He  matnt 
that  they  used  f.  think  iiie  a  Kivat  seapegn.ce  here. 
Do  ycni  mean  that?" 

"  r.l  seareely  h'ke  f.  say."  she  answered,  her  faee 
K'-owm-  ni,,re  tnmhled;  tor  they  were  elose  oti  the 
imperial  domain. 

"  Hut  ifs  loHK  a^ro  -and  I  reallv  didn't  do  anv- 
ihwi^  so  outracjeous.  it  seems  to  mv."  He  lanK'hed 
n^'am.  "I  know  your  father  was  angrv  witli  me 
nnee  or  twiee,  espeeially  the  ni-ht  I  hid  on  vour 
P'.reh  lo  watch  -  .u  --to  wateh  you  danee.  I  mean, 
lint,  yot,  see,  J  .  o.nie  baek  to  rehabilitate  my- 
self.  t(V-"  ^ 

She  inf.errtipt(vl  him.  Thev  were  not  far  fro-n 
her  gate,  and  she  saw  her  father  standing  in  the 
vard,  (hrectmg  a  painter  who  was  at  work  on  one 
;'i  the  east-iron  deer.  The  Ju.lge  was  aj.parentlv 
in  good  spn-its.  laughing  with  the  workman  o^■er 
some  jest  between  them,  but  that  did  not  lessen 
Mamie  s  nervousness. 

"Mr.  Louden."  she  .sai.l.  in  as  kindlv  a  tone  as 
she  could,  "I  shall  have  to  ask  vou  not  to  walk 
with  me.     My  father  would  not  like  it." 


Joe  stoj)]ied  with  a  jerk. 
"Why.  I- -I  thought  I'd 
with  him,— and  tell  him  I - 
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Astonishment  tl,.,t  p.-ninok  of  fn-Mr   .n  )     ( 
^P--iitsHln,s.nnlvn,.n,.,.L;:'-'"''^'^"* 
_^'>-«lk'n.dou.s:-sI,ec-m.,I.      -V,,'- 

-yudl/-saMj..c..I.umhly.      ••(; ,,,,,.. 

'>ne   wide   snvei)   ..f   h,  ■  '  ''■'^'' 

sw«.p,  f„ri,a.,'.   ;;";,■ •.7"'  -•"- 

men,  and     ,t  „„„;  a  iK.a.lsmaM's  stroke  anrl  an 
xcon™umcat,„n,  „.str.,y<.„   ,™,  „„„  „„        ^j  " 

L,    .     ;    "''  ""■  ""''  ''"'"■''^■"-  'h'-'l  had  crcat    ; 

Will  of  the  Canaanitc    I  ,  ,.  " "    ^    '  -  *^"''i  '■^■■ 
fey  letters  up,,,,  the  ctk..-:  "'^--"J^"' 

"Cease  to  re!" 

Joe  (lid  not 


Pike. 
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llf  liiiiicl  tlir  uv\{  r,^nuv  ,t  iiK.niciil   l.iicT.  ;in.l 
W.Mit   .low,,   thr  .|i|,c|   sliv.l    whirl.  K-(l  tn  (he  l„,„sr 
uliuh   li.i.l   I.i',ii   Ins  li,.„„.       II,.  ,|,.i   ,„,,   j^,I;„„,,.   ,,, 
tli.it   SMTi,ruI,.,t  v;rim  r.lifuv.  |„i(   p,,ss(d  it.  his   ryes 
a\rrlt-.!.    .i,,,]    sloppr,!    it,    t,.„,(    .,|    the   l,„,jr_    ,...,„, 
sluu-klf    rott;,..*.    ,,c\t    .|...>r       The     uiiidnus    unv 
l'";inli'(|,    the     piilsrl    triicc    ,|i-.,p|H.l    ex,.,,     (,,     ( h, 
.tlfoun.l     ill    some    s.rti..iis:    flu'    climinrvs    sa^'^cl 
and  itirvcl;  tin-  n...t   ..t   th,.  |,,i,j^r  p,,rch  sprinklcl 
shin.i^Ics  ..vrr  the  imkrtnpt    v.inl   with  cvny  win.]. 
.111.1  si'.Miir.l  .iIh,,,!   Im  tali.      TIu-  placv  was  dcs-.latr 
with   |..ii,-  .inptiiu'ss  an.I   .Kv.iv:   it    l.M)k-,.,i    jikr  a 
llaiiiit.-.l   Ihuist-;  .111,1  iiaiK.l   t<.  tli.-  p.i.ll.  >i'kr<l   ^Mtc 
w.is   a    si-ii.    half   ..!.lilrrati-.|    with    thr    wiiKcrs    il 
h:i.l  iV.'iiir.l,  ••  {'..r  S.iK'  or  Rent." 

j"i>  uii  ;,n)i  nir.li(ati\vl\'  hat-k  to  Main  Sfnvt 
aiui  t.^  tlu'  '/'.USUI  hml.lin.u.  This  tinu-  he  did  not 
liosil.itr.  hut  luonnU'.l  the  st;tii-s  and  knock..!  upon 
thi"  door  .if  tho  .issist.itil  c.lit.tr. 

"Oil."  sai.I    lui.Lrcnr.      -  )'nii'vc  turnnl  u]),  have 


von 


?•• 


^^r.  Hantrv  i^\  the  T,\>i,!  was  not  ,it  all  the  ICu- 
.irono  ivsoue.i  fn.ni  th.'  "Stniw  t\-llar."  The  pres- 
ent .i^rntlenian  was  more  the  eleetrie  Freshman  tlian 
the  tVit^litened  adventurer  wli.mi  Joe  had  encoun- 
tered in  Xew  York.  It  was  to  he  seen  immediately 
th.'it  tlie  assistant  editor  ];ad  nothinj^r  uiidaintilv 
business-hke  about   him.  nor  was  there  the  h"tter 
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sadly.     "But  I  don't  want  newspaper  work.     I'm 
going  to  practice  law." 

^  "  By  Jove!  you  have  courage,  my  festive  prodigal. 
\'ratment/" 

Joe  cocked  his  head  to  one  side  with  his  old  look 
of  the  friendly  puppy.  "You  always  did  like  to 
talk  that  noveletty  way,  'Gene,  didn't  you?"  he 
said,  impersonally. 

Eugene's  color  rose.  "  Have  you  saved  up  any- 
thmg  to  starve  on?"  he  asked,  crisply. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  so  badly  off.  I've  had  a  salary  in 
an  office  for  a  year,  and  I  had  one  pretty  good  day 
at  the  races—" 

"You'd  better  go  back  and  have  another,"  said 
his  step-brother.  "  You  don't  seem  to  comprehend 
your  standing  in  Canaan." 

^^  "I'm  beginning  to."  Joe  turned  to  the  door. 
"  It's  funny,  too— in  a  way.  Well— I  won't  keep 
you  any  longer.  I  just  stopped  in  to  say  good- 
day—"  He  paused,  faltering. 
^^  "All  right,  all  right,"  Eugene  said,  briskly. 
"And,  by-the-way,  I  haven't  mentioned  that  I  saw 
you  in  New  York." 

"Oh,  I  didn't  suppose  that  you  would." 
"And    you   needn't   say   anything   about    it,    I 


fancy 

"I  don't  think, 
you  need  be  afraid  I'll  do  that.     Good-bye. 


said  Joe,—"  I  don't  think  that 


laa 


^J^'W^. 


A  BAD  PENNY  TURNS  UP 


'Be  sure  to  shut  the  door 


noisy  with  it  open.     GoodTb™  '"T'  '''"  "'"''"' 
his  hand  and  sa'nk  b.ok  upon  L  d!;:r  "^^^-^ 

Hot."'%:rres'f^,"T"'''^-''-^---«' 

Martin  Pike      ^he'  h»H  T  '"  ''  ''^'  "'•'^'  "een 

hearin^a  te  JonTr„oCe  t  M.  f"""':' 
clerk,  to  which  they  hstenedl^L't^;  ';.  vr"Th t 
.Brown.     Oh-oh,  ,fs  Judge  Pike. =     Yes  jndld 
Judge  yes  ,ndeed,  I  hear  you-ha,  ha !    Of  cotse' 
I   unde,^,and.     Ves,   Judge,    I    heard   he   C  in 
town.     No,  he  hasn't  been  here      Not  ve       hi? 
■s.  Judge.     Yes,  I  hear.     No    I  won't   o^ 
Certainly  not.     I  will    T  will      T  T  ,     "■■''■ 

understand.     Yes  G "  h  K     ''f  P^f'-''^'^''  I 

T..,    1.  J  ,      »es.  Sir.     Goodbye,  Judge." 

Joe  had  begun  to  write  his  name  in  the  register 

My  trunk  ,s  still  at  the  station,"  he  said     '  I  I 

g.ye  you  n,y  check  to  send  down  for  if 

rooms'!""''  "'•"  ''"   *^  ''''''■     ""■'^  '-ve  no 

"What!"cried  Joe,  innocently,  •'Why  T  never 
knew  more  than  eight  people  to  stay  hi;  at  the 
same  time  in  my  life."  ^ 

;;  We  have  no  rooms."  repeated  the  clerk,  curtly 
^^  Is  there  a  convention  here?"  " 

"We  have  no  rooms,  I  say!" 

Joe  looked  up  into  the  condensed  eyes  of  Mr 
Brown.     "Oh."  h^  c.v.    -t  _.    .,         ^^*  °^  *^^^- 


'Oh,"  he  said,  "I 
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Deathly  silcMUv  f.,l|,,v,i.l  hi,n  to  ll.c  .loor,  hut. 
as  it  closed  hehin-I  him,  In-  lieanl  the  outbreak  of 
the  sa-es  like  a  li.l-,1  wave  strikiti-  a  .lump-lieai, 
of  tin  cans. 

Two  hours  later  he  .lc-seen.le,l  fnmi  an  evil  ark 
<'t  a  eal.  al  th.e  corral  atlache<l  to  Beaver  Beach, 
and  followed  the  pMh  throu-h  the  marsh  to  the 
crunil.Iin-  pier.  A  redd.earded  man  was  seated 
on  a  plark  by  the  water  edtrc.  fishinj^. 

"Mike,"  said  Joe.  "have  you  ,t,rot  room  for  me? 
Can  you  take  me  i-i  for  a  few  .lays  until  I  find  a 
place  in  town  where  they'll  let  me  stay.?" 

^  The  recbbearded  man  rose  slowly,  pushed  back 
his  hat,  and  stared  hard  at  the  wanderer;  then  he 
uttered  a  howl  of  joy  and  seized  the  other's  hands 
in  his  and  shook  them  wildly. 

"Glory    be   on    hii^di!"    he    shouted.     "It's  Joe 
Louden    come    back!     We    never    knew    how    we 
missed  ye   till   ye'd  gone!     Place   fer  ye!     Can   I 
fhid  it?     There  ain't  a  imp  o'  perdition  in  town 
includin'  myself,  that  wouldn't  kill  me  if  I  couldn't! 
Vo'll  have  ( Id  Mas-iTie's  room,  my  own  aunt's;  ye 
remember  how  she  used  to  dance!     Ha,  ha!     She's 
been  burnin'  below  these  four  years!  '  And  we'll 
ha\e    the    celebration    of   yer   return    this    night 
There'll  be  many  of  'em  will  come  when  they  hear 
ye're  back  in  Canaan!     Praise  God,  we'll  all  hope 
ye're  goin'  to  stay  a  while!" 
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jF  any  echf)  of  doubt  concerning  his 
I  undesirable  consi)icuousness    ounded 
faintly  in  Joe's  mind,  it  was  silenced 
leftsoons.     Canaan  harl  not  forgotten 
_  him— far  from  it!  -so  far  that'it  be- 

gan pomtmg  him  out  to  strangers  on  the  street 
he  very  day  of  his  return.  His  course  of  action 
hkewise  that  of  his  friends,  permitted  him  little 
c>bscunty.  and  when  the  rumors  of  his  finally  ob- 
tammg  lodging  at  Beaver  Reach,  and  of  the  cele- 
bration of  his  installation  there,  were  presentlv 
confirmed,  he  stood  in  the  lime-light  indeed,  as  a 
Mephistopheles  upsprung  through  the  trap-door 

Ihe  welcoming  festivities  had  not  been  so  dis- 
creetly conducted  as  to  accord  with  the  general 
policy  of  Beaver  Beach.  An  unfortunat-  incident 
caused  the  arrest  of  one  of  the  celebrators  and  the 
ambulancing  to  the  hospital  of  another  on  the 
homeward  way,  the  ensuing  proceorlings  in  court 
bnnging  to  the  w^hole  affair  a  publicity  devoutly 
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unsought  l„r.  Mr.  JJappy  PY-ar  (such  was  the 
habitual  na.no  ,.f  the  i...,.ris..„ni  Kcntlonian)  had 
to  l)oar  a  great  amount  of  harsh  eriticisn,  for  i„. 
junng  a  on,,,, anion  within  the  eitv  hniits  after 
'iaylight.  an.i  for  faih^ng  to  ..hserve  that  three 
pohcenien  were  not  too  distant  fn,n,  the  scene  of 
operations  to  engaire  therein. 

"Happy,  if  ve  Iia«l  it  in  mind  to  harm  him  " 
said  the  red-l,earde<l  n,an  to  Mr.  Fear,  upon  the 
latter  s  return  to  society.  "wl,v  didn't  ve  do  it 
out  here  at  the  Beach  .=  " 

'Because.-  retm-ned  the  indiscreet,   "he  didn't 
say  what  he  was  ..,in'  to  sav  till  we  got  in  town  " 
bxtraordmary  probing  on  the  i,art  of  the  prose- 
cutor had  developed  at  the  trial  that  the  obnoxious 
speech  had  referred  to  the  guest  of  the  evening 
The  assaulted    party,  one  "  Nasliville  "  Cory   was 
not  of  Canaan,  but  a  bit  of  drift-wood  haplv  touch- 
mg  shore  for  the  moment  at  Beaver  Beach-  and- 
strange  is  this  world-he  had  been  nUroduced  to 
the  coterie  of  Mike's  Place  by  Happy  Fear  himself, 
who  had  enjoyed  a  brief  acquaintance  with  him  on 
a  day  when  both  had  chanced  to  travel  incognito 
by  the  same  freight.     Naturally.  Happy  had  felt 
responsible  for  the  proper  behavior  of  h'is  prot6ge 
-wai.  in  fact,  bound  to  enforce  it;  additionally 
Happy  had  once  been  saved  from  a  term  of  im^ 
pnsonment  (at  a  time  when  it  would  have  been 
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more  tlm„  „r.li„,-,nly  in,  n,n,.„i,.,„ ,   ,,,   ,„,,     ,„„j 

vv.is    ^'iK\(.,|    to    ol.sftAc    that     hk 

;;:™  7" -™'"'/ -^ ^v,.a  ,„„„„., If 

.    c  ..„!   other  M.un.UT   „f   .hin,,.s  f„r  „.|,ie,,   ,„„, 
could    not    souarclv    l-i,.    i,       ) 
such,;,,,,     '  "''"'y   ':'>    '•■"I'l^   U|«„,    hi,,,)    until 

«cht„„c  as  he.  an<M„s  s,.o„s„r  h,„l  ..,„„,  t..  Main 
Mrect  ,n  the  clear  ,law„  on  their  uav  f,  Uappv" 

a^rn,ent-a   variable  al„„le,     U  „,av  he',',-, 
h      t  .an^er  pereeue,l  what  Ila„,,y  „i.l  „„t;  the 
three  Wuoeoats  m  the  pors,«.live;  at  all  .vvnts 
he  now  put  into  words  „f  sin,ple  strength  the  uni 
favoialile  conception  he  ha<l  fr.rmwl  of  Foe      Th,. 
result  was  n,e.ii..eva,ly  ™,ne,liate.  an,,  the  period 
of  Mr.  tory  s  convalescence  in   the  hospital  was 
almost  half  that  of  his  sponsor's  ,letent,'n         h 
county  jail. 

It  needed  nothing  to  finish  Joe  with  the  gor.J 

people  of  Canaan;  had   it   needed   anything,    the 

trial  of  Happy   Fear  wr,uld   hax-e  cnxTspilled  the 

necessity.     An    item    of   the   testimony   was   that 

Joseph   Louden   had   helperl   to  carry  one  of  the 

adies  present-a  Miss  Le  Roy,  who  had  fainted- 

to  the  open  air,  and  had  jostled  the  stranger  in 

passing.     After  this,  the  oldest  woman  in  Canaan 
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would  not  h.-n-o  dared  to  speak  to  Joe  on  the  street 
fes-en  it  she  wanted  to),  unless  she  happened  to 
l.e  yvvy  poor  <.r  ^•ery  wicked.     The  Tocsin  printed 
an  adequate  account  (for  there  was  "  a  large  pub- 
lic  interest"),    recordinjr   in   conclusion   that    Mr 
Louden    paid    the   culprit's    fine-which    was    the 
largest  m  the  power  of  the  presiding  judge  in  his 
mercy  to  bestosv.     Editorially,  the  Tocsin  leaned  to 
the  facetious:  ".Mr.  Louden  has  but  recently  're- 
turned  to   our  midst.'     We   fervently   hope   that 
the  distinguished  Happy  Fear  will  appreciate  his 
patron's  superb  generosity.     We  say  'his  patron  ' 
l>ut  perhaps  we  err  in  tliis.     Were  it  not  better  to 
figure  .Mr.  Louden  as  the  lady  in  distress,  Mr   Fear 
as  the  champion  in  the  lists  ?     In  the  present  case 
howeyer,   contrary  to  the  rules  of  romance,   the 
champion  falls  in  duress  and  passes  to  the  dungeon 
^e  merely  suggest,  en  passant,  that  some  of  our 
best  citizens  might  deem  it  a  wonderful  and  beau- 
teous thing  if,  in  addition  to  paying  the  fine    .Mr 
Louden  could  ser^•e  for  the  loyal  Happy  his  six 
months  in  the  Bastile!" 

"En  passantr  if  nothing  else,  would  haye  re- 
yealed  to  Joe,  in  this  imitation  of  a  better  trick  the 
hand  of  Eugene,  .^nd.  little  doubt,  he  would  haye 
agreed  with  Squire  Buckalew  in  the  Squire's  answer 
to  the  easily  expected  comment  of  .Mr.  Arp 

"Sometimes."  said  Eskew,  "I  think  that  'Gene 
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Bantry  is  j.st  a  leetle  bit  simlcrier  Hum  h.  is  la.v 
Ihat  s  the  first  thinj?  he's  written  in  the  Tocsin  this 
month-one  of  the  boys  over  there  tol.l  nie  He 
wrote  ,t  out  of  spite  a^Minst  Joe;  but  heM  ouL^ht 
to  of  done  better.  If  his  spite  ha.ln't  run  away 
with  what  mind  he's  got,  he'd  of  said  that  both 
Joe  Louden  and  that  tramp  Fear  ouj^lit  to  of  had 
ten  years!" 

'"Gene  Bantry  didn't  write  that  out  of  spite  " 
answered   Buekalew.     -  He  onh-   thou^^ht   he  saw 
a  chance  to  be  kind  of  funny  and  please  Judge  Pike 
The  Judge  has  a]wa>-s  tliought   Toe  was  a  no-ae- 
count--" 

"Ain't  lie  right?"  cried  Mr.  Arp. 

"/  don't  say  he  ain't,"  Squire  Buekalew  cast  a 
glance  at  Mr.  Brown,  the  clerk,  and.  perceiving  that 
he  was  listening,  added,  "The  Judge  always  is 
right!" 

"Yes.  sir!"  said  Colonel  Fli   Toft. 

"  I  can't  stand  up  for  Joe  Louden  to  any  extent 
but  I  don't  think  he  done  wrong,"  Bucka'lew  went 
on,   recovering,    "when   he   paid   this  man   Fear's 
fine." 

"You     don't!"     exclaimed     Mr.     Arp.     "Why, 
haven't  you  got  gumption  enough  to  see—" 
^^   "Look  here,  Eskew."  interposed  his  antagonist 
"  How  many  friends  have  you  got  that  hate  to  hear 
folks  talk  bad  about  you.-*" 
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THE   CONQUEST   OF  CANAAN 

"Not  .1  o,u.''  I.\,r  ,„Hv  ICskcw's  Kuani  was 
tlnwii,  and  his  ronsistc-ncv  K-,|  liim  to  (Icstruction. 
"^"^  •'  ""^''  '<  ''in't  in  liumati  nature.  They're 
lioiniil  to  t"iijo\-  il  !" 

"Ciot  any  Irirnds  that  would  //(;///  for  you?" 
Kskow  walked  straij^Iit  in(,>  this  hideous  trap 
"Xo!  There  ain't  a  do/en  men  ever  lived  that 
had!  fa'sar  was  a  popular  man,  hut  he  didn't 
have  a^  soul  to  help  him  when  the  erowd  lit  on  him. 
and  ril  bet  old  .Mark  Antony  was  mighty  glad 
they  got  him  out  in  the  yard  he  lore  it  happened,— 
he  wouldn't  have  lilte.i  a  fmger  without  a  gJng 
behind  him!  Why.  all  Peter  himself  could  do  was 
to  eut  oir  an  ear  that  wasn't  no  use  to  anybody. 
What  are  you  tryin'  to  get  i//  f" 

The  S(|uire  had  him  ;  and  paused,  and  stroked  his 
chin,  to  make  the  ruin  complete.  "Then  I  reckon 
you'll  have  to  admit."  he  murmured,  "that,  while 
1  ain't  defendin'  Joe  Louden 's  character,  it  ic^s 
kind  of  proper  for  him  to  stand  by  a  feller  that 
wouldn't  hear  nothin'  against  him.  and  fought  for 
him  as  soon  as  he  JuJ  hear  it!" 

Eskew  Arp  rose  from  his  chair  and  left  the  hotel. 
It  was  the  only  morning  in  all  the  days  of  the  con- 
clave when  he  was  the  first  to  leave.' 
^  Squire  Buckalew  looked  after  the  retreating 
figure,  total  triumph  shining  brazenly  from  his 
spectacles.     "I  expect,"  he  explained,  modestly, 
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to  the  others.  "  I  .-xirvI  I  .|M„'t  il,i„K  anv  morp 
of  Joe  Loii.lcn  than  he  .L.^s.  a-i.I  I'll  he  ^rla.I  when 
Canaan  sees  the  last  of  hini  for  ^"-'.1.  I.tii  sonic- 
times  the  temptation  to  arKUe  with  I'skew  docs 
lead  me  on  to  kind  of  j^'it  the  hetter  of  liitn." 

When  Happy  Fear  had  sulTerc-l  with  a  K'ive- 
and-take  simplicity  of  patience  his  all..lrncnt  of 
months  in  durance,  and  was  released  an.j  sent  into 
the  streets  and  sunshine  once  more,  he  knew  that 
his  first  .luty  lay  in  the  direction  of  u  general  apol- 
ogy to  Joe.  Hut  the  youuK  man  was  no  longer  at 
Beaver  Heach;  the  red -bearded  proi)rietor  dwelt 
alone  there,  and,  receiving  Happy  with  scorn  an<l 
pity,  directed  him  to  retrace  his  footsteps  to  the 
town. 

"Ye  must  have  been   in   the   Mack   hole  of  in- 
carceration indeed,  if  yc  haven't  heard   that  Mr. 
Louden  has  his  law-ofnce  on  the  Square,  and  his 
livin'-room   behind   the  ollice.     It's  in   that   little 
brick  buildin'   straight   acrost    from   the    sheriffs 
door  o'  the  jail— ye've  been  neighbors  this  long 
time!     A  hard  time  the  boy  had,  persuadin'  anv 
one  to  rent  to  him,  but  by  pay  in'  double  the  price 
he  got  a  place  at  last.     He's  a  practisin'  lawyer 
now,  praise  the  Lord!     And  all  the  boys  and  girls 
of  our  acquaintance  go  to  him  with  their  troubles. 
Ye'll  see  him  with  a  murder  case  to  try  before 
long,  as  sure  as  ye're  not  worth  yer  salt!     But  I 
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expect  yc  can  still  call  him  by  his  ,iame  of  Tor   a'l 
the  same!"  '     ' 

It    was   a    l.lcak   and    mc -.i^mx-    littk-   <A)]cc   intc. 
u'hich  Mr.  Fear  ushmvl  himself  to  offer  his  amends 
The  cracked  plaster  of  the  walls  was  bare  (save 
for  dust);  there  uere  no  shelves;   the   fat  brown 
volumes,  most  of  them   fairlv  nov.  were  piled  in 
regular  columns  upon  a  cheap  pine  table;  there 
was  ]>ut  one  window,  small-pcmed  and  shadeless'  an 
mner  door  of  this  sad  diamber  stood  half  ajar  per- 
mittms  the  visitor  unreserved  acf,uaintance  with 
the  domestic  economy  of  the  tenant;  for  it  disclosed 
a  second  room,   smaller  than   the  ofncc    and  de 
pendent  upon  the  window  of  the  laiier  for  air  and 
light.     Hehmd   a  canvas  camp-cot.   dimlv   visible 
in  the  obscurity  of  the  inner  apartment,'  stood  a 
small  gas-stove,  surmounted  bv  a   stew-pan    f     n 
which  projected  the  hanrlle  ,)f  a  bi*,^  tin   spoo      so 
that  It  needed  no  }?host  from  the  dead  to  wh  sper 
that  Joseph  Louden,  attorney-at-law.  did  his  own 
cookmg.     Indeed,  he  looked  it! 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  second  room  rep<«ed  a 
small,  worn,  li-ht-brown  scrub-brush  of  a  dog  so 
cosmopolitan  in  ancestry  that  his  species  w^as' al- 
most as  undet.  minable  as  the  cast-iron  dogs  of 
the  Pike  Mansion.  He  greeted  Mr.  Fear  hospi- 
tably having  been  S(.  lately  an  ofTcast  of  the  streets 
himselt  that  his  adoption  had  taught  him  to  lose 
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only    h,s    old    tremors,    not    his    hnp,rulness,     At 

he   same   t,m.   Joe   rose   qukkiy    Iron,    tin-   deal 

table,  where  he  had  been  u-orkin.,  w.th  one  han.I 

jnjiis  ha,r.  the  other  s,,lattenn^r  ink  from  a  Ixul 

^    "Good   for  you.    Happy!-   he  erie.l.  eheerfullv. 
I  hoped  you  d  come  to  see  me  to-day.     I've  been 
thmkmg  about  a  job  for  you  •• 

.hZ^r  ^'"'^  "V^  i^''>^"'-ked  the  visitor,  as  thev 
shook  hands      "  I  nee.l  one  bad  enough,  but  vou 

;::rjoe '"  '  '"''"'^' '"  '^'"^'^'"  ^^-'-''^  ^--^ 

Joe  pushed  him  into  on,  of  the  two  cdiairs  which 
completed  the  furniture  ,  f  his  office.  "  Vos  there 
Js.     I  ve  irot  an  idea—" 

"First."  l^oke  in  Mr.  Fear.  fiuKcrin^  his  shai>e- 
less  hat  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon  it  with  embarrass- 
ment.--   hrst  lemmesay  what  I  come  here  to  sav 

we  1  -       P[,s  em!,arrassment  increased  and  he 
I>aused.  rubbing  the  hat  between  his  hands 
^^^About  this  job."  Joe  began.     "We  can  fix  it 

''No."  said  Happy.  "You  lemme  go  on  I 
'hdn  t  mean  fer  to  cause  you  no  trouble  when  I  lit 
on  that  loud-mouth.  ■  N'ashville  ';  I  never  thought 
they  d  git  me,  or  you'd  l)e  dragged  in.  But  I  jest 
couldn  t  stand  hnn  no  longer.  He  had  me  all  wore 
out-all   evening   long  a-bintin'   and   sniUln'   anr] 
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uearin'  that  k'n(' 
w  mufh  f.  ss 
clear  in  toui 
too  quiet  to  tm.  ;'.;/( 
to  you!     '  Wei 
on,  jest  one  r 
he  did.     Said 
said  he  kn(j\vi  ' 
on  eartli  knov. 


1 


vox: 


a  high-smile  'cause  they  madr 
)U.     And  then  when  we  got 
out  with  it!     Saul  you  was 
-said  he  couldn't  see  ncThin' 
tn  myself,  'jest  let   him  go 
"■^  1  he  gits  it.'     Anrl 

)ii  his  foot  on  ])ur[K)se, 
the  r.ord-a 'mightiest  fool 
"  tromped   on  no  one! 
Said  you  was    4ie  oi  the   ,)o'rest  young  s]X)rts  he 
ever  sec  around  a  place  like  the  Beach.     Vou  sec, 
he  thought  you  was  jest  one  of  them  fool  '  Rl,H)ds' 
that  come  around  raisin'  a  rumpus,  and  didn't  know 
you  was  our  friend  and  belonged  out  there,  the  same 
as  me  or  Mike  hisself.     'Go  on,'  I  says  to  myself, 
'jest  one  more!'     'He  better  go  home  to  his  mam- 
ma.' he  says;  •  he'll  git  in  trouble  if  he  don't.   Some- 
body 'II  soak  him  if  he  hangs  around  in  ;);;  com- 
pany.    /  don't  like  his  i.-ays:     Then  I  had  to  do 
it.     There  jest  wasn't  nothin'  /r//— but   I  wouldn't 
of  done  you  no  harm  by  it—" 

"Vou  didn't  do  me  any  harm,  Happy." 
"I  mean  your  repitation." 

"  I  didn't  have  one— so  nothing  in  the  world  could 
harm  it.     About  your  getting  some  work,  now — " 
"I'll  listen,"  said  Happy,  rather  suspiciously. 
"You  see,"  Joe  went  on,  growing  red,  "I  need 
a  sort  of  janitor  here — " 
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,.h:rc::/"''' -"^^ '■■'■■•'^ ''■'^■-'''•'''' -••'- 

"To  look  after  the  place." 
"You  mean  these  two  rooms'" 

^    "There's  a  stairway.  t(>o.- J..,  ,,„t  forth.  ,,u.eklv 
It    wouklnt    be    any    sineeure.    Hai),.v.     Vo«M 

cam  your  money,  -lon't  l.e  afrai.l  .,f  tha't'" 

Mr.    Fear  straiglnene.!    up.    his   hunlen   of  ^u- 

barrassmcnt   gone   from   liim.    transferrer!    to    tlie 

othvr's  shoulders. 

"There  always  was  a  yellow  streak  in  vot,    fo,.  " 
he  sa,d.  firmly.     "  You're  no  good  as  .a  Har  e.;eepi 
when   you're  jokin-.     A   lot   you   need   a   janitor! 
Vou  had  no  business  to  pay  mv  fine;  you'd  ort  of 
let  me  worked  it  out.     Do  you  think  my  eyes  ain't 
good  enough   to   see   how   much   you   needled    the 
money,  most  of  all  right  now  when  you're  trvin'  to 
Rit  started  .'     If  I  eyer  take  a  eent  from  you.  I  hnp, 
the  hand  I  hold  out  fer  it  '11  rot  off." 
"Novy  don't  say  that.  Happy." 
"I  don't  want  a  job,  nohow!"   said    Mr    Fear 
k'omg  to  the  door;  "  I  don't  want  to  .v<,rk     There's 
plenty  ways  fer  me  to  git  along  without  that      Rut 
I  ve  said  what  I  come  here  to  siy,  and  I'll  sav  one 
thing  more.     Don't  you  Ns-orry  about  gittin'  law 
practice.     M,ke  says   you're  ,.,in'   to  git  all   yr,u 
u-ant--and  if  there  ain't  no  other  way.  why.  a  few 
ot  us   11  go  out  and  lu.ikc  some  fer  ye!" 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

These  prophecies  and  promises,  over  which  Joe 
chuckled  at  first,  with  his  head   cocked   to   one 
side,  grew  very  soon,  to  his  amazement,  to  wear  a 
supernatural  similarity  to  actual  fulfilment      His 
fnends  brought   him  their  own  friends,   such  as 
had  smned  against  the  laws  of  Canaan,  those  under 
the  ban  of  the  sheriff,  those  who  had  struck  in 
anger,  those  who  had  stolen  at  night,  those  who 
owed  and  could  not  pay,  those  who  lived  by  the 
dice,  and  to  his  other  titles  to  notoriety  ivas  added 
that  of  defender  of  the  poor  and  wicked.     He  found 
his  hands  full,  especially  after  winning  his  first  im- 
portant case— on  which  occasion  Canaan  Ihought 
the  jury  mad,  and  was  indignant  with  the  puzzled 
Judge,  who  could  not  see  just  how  it  had  happened 
Joe  did  not  stop  at  that.     He  kept  on  winning 
cases,  clearing  the  innocent  and  lightening  the  bur- 
dens of  the  guilty;  he  became  the  most  dangerous 
attorney  for  the  defence  in  Canaan;  his  honorable 
brethren,  accepting  the  popular  view  of  him,  held 
him  m  personal  contempt   but   feared   him'  pro- 
fessionally; for  he  proved  that  he  knew  more  law 
than  they  thought  existed ;  nor  could  any  trick  him 
—failing  which,  many  tempers  were  lost,  but  never 
Joe's.     His  practice  was  not  all  criminal,  as  sho^^•n 
by  the  peevish  outburst  of  the  eminent  Buckalew 
(the  Squire's  nephew,  esteemed  the  foremost  law- 
yer in  Canaan),  "  Before  long,  there  won't  be  any 
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use  trying  to  foreclose  a  mortgage  or  collect  a  note 
-unless  this  shyster  gets  himself  in  jail'" 

The  wrath  of  Judge  Maitin  Pike  was  august- 
there  was  a  kind  of  sublimity  in  its  immenseness- 
on  a  day  when  it  befell  that  the  shyster  stood 
betwixt  him  and  money. 

That  was  a  monstrous  task-to  stand  between 
these  Uvo  and  separate  them,  to  hold  back  the 
nand  of  Martin  Pike  from  what  it  had  reached  out 
to  grasp^     It  was  in  the  matter  of  some  tax-titles 
which  the  magnate  had  acquired,  and.  in  court 
Joe  treated   the  case   with  such   horrifying  sim^ 
Plicitv  that  it  seemed    almost  credible  that  the 
great  man  had  counted  upon  the  .^norancc  and 
beso  tedness  of  Joe's  client-a  hard-drinking,  dis- 
reputable old  farmer-to  get  his  land  away  from 
him  without  paying  for  it.     Now,  as  every  one 
knew  such  a  thing  to  be  ludicrously  impossible. 
It  was  at  once  noised  abroad  in  Canaan  that  Joe 
had  helped  to  swindle  Judge  Pike  out  of  a  larjje 
sum  of  money-it  was  notorious  that  the  shvster 
could  bamboozle  court  and  jury  with  his  tricks; 
and  it  . -as  felt  that  Joe  Louden  was  getting  into 
ery  deep   waters   indeed.     This   was  serious:  if 
the  young  man  did  not  look  out,  he  might  find  him- 
seit  in  the  penitentiary. 

The  Tocsm  paragraphed  him  with  a  fine  regular- 
ity after  this,  usually  opening  with  a  Walrus-and- 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

the-Carpenter  gravity:  "The  time  has  come  when 
we  must  speak  of  a  certain  matter  frankly,"  or,  "At 
last  the  time  has  arrived  when  the  demorahzation 
of  the  bar  caused  by  a  certain  criminal  lawyer  must 
be  dealt  with  as  it  is  and  without  gloves."     Once 
when  Joe  had  saved  a  half-witted  negro  from  "the 
extreme  penalty"  for  murder,  the  Tocsin  had  de- 
clared,  with  great  originahty:   "This  is  just  the 
kmd  of  thing  that  causes  mobs  and  justifies  them. 
If  we  are  to  continue  to  permit  the  worst  class 
of  malefactors  to  escape  the  consequences  of  their 
crimes  through  the  unwholesome  dexterities  and  the 
shifty  manipulations  and  technicalities  of  a  cer- 
tain criminal  lawyer,  the  time  will  come  when  an 
outraged  citizenry  may  take  the  enforcement  of 
the  law  in  its  own  hands.     Let  us  call  a  spade  a 
spade.     If  Canaan's   streets   ever   echo   with   the 
tread  of  a  mob,  the  fault  lies  upon  the  head  of 
Joseph  Louden,  who  has  once  more  brought  about 
a  miscarriage  of  justice.  ..." 

Joe  did  not  move  into  a  larger  office ;  he  remained 
in  the  little  room  with  its  one  window  and  its  fine 
view  of  the  jail ;  his  clients  were  nearly  all  poor,  and 
many  of  his  fees  quite  literally  nominal.  Tatters 
and  rags  came  up  the  narrow  stairway  to  his  door 
—tatters  and  rags  and  pitiful  fineries:  the  bleared, 
the  £odden,  the  flaunting  and  rouged,  the  furtive 
and  war>',  some  in  rags,  some  in  tags,  and  some— 
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the  sorriest -in  velvet  gowns.     With   these    the 
.hstressed,    the    wrong  -  doers,    the    drunk  n     th 
dirty,  and  the  very  poor,  his  work  lav  and  h  'd   v 
and  nights  were  spent.  '  ' 

Ariel  had  told  Roger  Tabor  that  m    time  Joe 
might  come  to  be  what  the  town  thought  him    if 
It  gave  him  no  other  chanee.     Only  its  dinginess 
and  evil  surrounded  him;  no  respectable  house  was 
open  to   him:  the  barrooms-exeept  that  of  the 
National  House  "-welcomed  him  gratefullv  and 
admiringly.     Once  he  went  to  church,  on  a  pleas- 
ant morning  when  nice  girls  wear  pretty  spring 
dresses;  it  gave  him  a  thrill  of  delight  to  see  them 
to  be  near  clean,  good  people  once  more.     Inad- 
vertent y.  he  took  a  seat  by  his  step-mother,  who 
rose  with  a  slight  rustle  of  silk  and  moved  t;  an- 
other pew.    and   it   happened,   additionallv.    that 
this  was  the  morning  that  the  minister,  fi'red   bv 
the   ro«...  warnings,   had  chosen  to  preach  on 
the  subject  of  Joe  himself. 

The  outcast  returned  to  his  own  kind.  No  lady 
spoke  to  him  upon  the  street.  Mamie  Pike  had 
passed  him  with  averted  eyes  suice  her  first  meet- 
ing with  him,  but  the  shunning  and  snubbing  of  a 
young  man  by  a  pretty  girl  have  never  vet  if 
done  m  a  certain  way,  prevented  him  from  con- 
tinuing to  be  in  love  with  her.  Mamie  did  it  in 
the  certain  way.     Joe  did  not  wince,  therefore  it 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

hurt  all  tlic  more,  for  Mows  from  which  one  cringes 
lose  much  of  their  force. 

The  town  dog  had  been  given  a  bad  name, 
painted  solid  black  from  head  to  heel.  He  was  a 
storm  centre  of  scandal ;  the  entrance  to  his  dingy 
stairway  was  in  square  view  of  the  "  National 
House,"  and  the  result  is  imaginable.  How  many 
of  Joe's  clients,  especially  those  sorriest  of  the  velvet 
gowns,  were  conjectured  to  ascend  his  stairs  for  rea- 
sons more  convivial  than  legal !  Yes.  he  lived  with 
his  own  kind,  and,  so  far  as  the  rest  of  Canaan  was 
concerned,  might  as  well  have  worn  the  scarlet 
letter  on  his  breast  or  branded  on  his  forehead. 

When  he  went  about  the  streets  he  was  made  to 

feel  his  condition  by  the  ehiborate  avoidance,  yet 

furtive  attention,  of  every  respectable  person  he 

met ;  and  when  he  came  home  to  his  small  rooms 

and  shut  the  door  behind  him,  h  >  was  as  one  who 

has  been  hissed  and  shamed  in  public  and  runs 

to    bury  his  hot  face  in  his  pillow.      He  petted 

his  mongrel  extravagantly  (well  he  might!),  and 

would  sit  with  him  in  his  rooms  at  night,  holding 

long  converse  with  him.  the  two  alone  together. 

The  dog  was  not  his  only  confidant.     There  came 

to  be  another,  a  more  and  more  frequent  partner 

to  their  conversations,   at  last  a  familiar  spirit. 

This  third  came  from  a  brown  jug  which  Joe  kept 

on  a  shelf  in  his  bedroom,  a  vessel  too  frequently 
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replenished.     When  tlie  rlay's  work  was  .lone  he- 
shut   himself  up.   drank  alone  and    drank    hard 
Sometimes  when  the  jug  ran  low  and  the  night  was 
late  he  would  go  out  for  a  walk  with  his  dog.  and 
would  awake  in  his  room  the  next  morning  not 
remembering  where  he  had  gone  or  h(nv  he  had 
come  home.     Once,  after  such  a  lar>se  of  memc^ry 
he  woke  amazed  to  find  himself  at  Beaver  Beach.' 
whither,  he   learned  from  the    red  -  bearded    man' 
Happy  Fear  had  brought  him.  having  found  him' 
wandenng  dazedly  in  a  field  near  by.     These  lapses 
grew  more  frequent,  until  there  occurred  that  which 
was  one  of  the  strange  things  of  his  life. 

It  was  a  June  night,  a  little  more  than  two  vears 
after  his  return  to  Canaan,  and  the  Tocsw  had  that 
day  announced  the  approaching  marriage  of  Eugene 
Bantry   and    his   employer's    daughter.     Joe    ate 
nothing  during  the  day,  and  went  through  his  work 
clumsily,  visiting  the  bedroom  shelf  at  intervals 
At  ten  in  the  evening  he  went  out  to  have  the  jug 
refilled,  but  from  the  moment  he  left  his  door  and 
the  fresh  air  struck  his  face,  he  had  no  clear  knowl- 
edge of  what  he  did  or  of  what  went  on  about  him 
until  he  woke  in  his  bed  the  next  morning. 

And  yet.  whatever  little  part  of  the  soul  of  him 
remained,  that  night,  still  undulled.  not  numbed, 
but  ahve,  was  in  some  strange  manner  lifted  out  of 
Its  pain  towards  a  strange  delight.     His  body  was 
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an  automaton,  his  mind  in  bondage,  yet  there  was 
a  st.ll,  small  consciousness  in  him  which  knew  that 
in  h.s  wandering  something  incredible  and  unex- 
pected was  happening.  What  this  was  he  did  not 
know,  could  not  see,  though  his  eyes  were  open, 

Id  r,      ,™  '°'f  '""'""  ""y  "°^^  '"an  a  bVb; 
could  tell  why  It  laughs,  but  it  seemed  something 

7^JTIi'   "T'  "■""''"■'"'  "'"'  "'^  "i^ht  became 

of  h.!r„?    T     r-  "'  ^'''"■''  "'^••'""g  'he  music 
of  harps  and  viohns,  while  nightingales  sang  from 

the  maples  that  bordered  the  streets  of  Canaan 
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IE  woke  to  the  light  of  morning  ,.,™„,e,l 
and  full  ol  a  strange  wonder  because 
he  d,d  not  know  what  had  amazed 
him.  For  a  little  while  after  his  eyes 
1,.  >v.   ,  u.    T™''''"''">'q"ite  motionless    then 

caution,     rh.s  had  come  to  be  custom.     The  on 
erat,on  assured  him  of  the  worst;  the  room  sw    " 
round  h.m,  and  w.th  a  faint  groan,  he  let  his  head 

agam ,  pa,„  stung  ,ts  way  through  his  heart  as 
memory  began  to  come  back  to  him,  no  the 
precedmg  night-that  was  all  blank,-but  realil' 
.on  that  the  girl  of  whom  he  had  dreamed  so  long 
was  to  be  marned.  That  his  dreams  had  been  quite 
hopeless  was  no  balm  to  his  hurt 

acrof,s  the  Square,  rmging  out  in  assured  righteous 
nes.  summoning  the  good  people  who  mamtaTned 
them  to  come  and  sit  beneatl     * 
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task;  and  they  fell  so  dismally  upon  Joe's  ear  th.t 
lie  bestirred  himself  and  rose,  to  the  delight  of  his 
mongrel,  who  leaped  upon  him  joyfully.     An  hour 
later,  or  thereabout,  the  pair  emerged  from  the  nar- 
row stairway  and  stood  for  a  moment,  blinking  in 
the  fair  sunshine,  apparently  undecided  which  way 
to  go.     The  chPrch  bells  were  silent;  there  was  no 
breeze;  the  air  trembled  a  little  with  the  deep 
pipings^of  the  organ  across  the  Square,  and.  save  for 
that,  the  town  was  very  quiet.     The  paths  which 
crossed   the  Court-house  yard  were  flecked  with 
steady  shadow,   the  strong  young  foliage  of  the 
map.es  not  moving,  having  the  air  of  observing  the 
Sabbath  with  propriety.     There  were  benches  here 
and  there  along  the  walks,  and  to  one  of  these  Toe 
crossed  and  sat  down.    The  mongrel,  at  his  master's 
feet,  rolled  on  his  back  in  morning  ecstasy,  ceased 
abruptly  to  roll  and  began  to  scratch  his'Jar  with 
a  hind  foot  intently.     A  tiny  hand  stretched  to  pat 
hi    head   and  the  dog  licked  it  appreciatively      I 
belonged  to  a  hard-washed  young  lady  of  s  x  (in 
starchy,  white  frills  and  new.  pmk  ribbons),  who 
h.  d  run  ahead  of  her  mother,  a  belated  church-goer  • 
and  the  mongrel  charmed  her.  ' 

"  Will  you  give  me  this  dog.?"  she  asked,  without 
any  tedious  formalities 

reply.     The  mother,  a  red-faced  matron  whom  Joe 
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recognized  as  a  sister  of  Mrs.  LourlcKs.  a.nsecment- 
ly  his  step-aunt,  swooped  at  the  child  with  a  rush 
and  rustle  of  silk,  and  bore  her  on  violently  to  her 
duty.  When  they  had  gone  a  little  way  the 
matron  s  voice  was  heard  in  sharp  reproof ;  the'child 
held  by  one  wrist  and  hurried  along  on  tipf.e 
staring  back  over  one  shoulder  at  Joe.  her  eyes 
wide,  and  her  mouth  the  shape  of  the  "  O  "  she  was 
ejaculating. 

The  dog  looked  up  with  wistful  inquiry  at  his 
master,  who  cocked  an  eyebrow  at  him  in  return 
wearing  much  the  same  expression.     The  mother 
and  child  disappeared  within  the  church  doors  and 
left  th'3  Square  to  the  two.     Even  the  hotel  showed 
no  signs  of  life,  for  the  wise  men  were  not  allowed  to 
foregather  on  Sundays.     The  organ  had  ceased  to 
stir  the  air  and  all  was  in  quiet,  yet  a  quiet  which 
for  Louden,  was  not  peace.     He  looked  at  his  watch 
and.  without  intending  it.  spoke  the  hour  aloud- 
A  quarter  past  eleven."     The  sound  of  his  own 
voice  gave  him  a  little  shock;  he  rose  without  know- 
ing why.  and.  as  he  did  so.  Jt  seemed  to  him  that  he 
heard  close  to  his  ear  arother  voice,  a  woman's, 
troubled  and  insistent,  but  clear  and  sweet,  sayin- 
"  Remember!    Across  Main  Street  bridge  at  noon  ?' 
It  was  so  distinct  that  he  started  and  looked 
round.     Then  he  laughed,     "ril  be  seeing  circus 
parade,  next!"     His  laughter  fled,  for,  louder  than 
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earth.  ^"^  ''''''^^'*"  ""^'e'-  the 

"HcTer  he  said  to  the  mongrel.  "We  need  a 
walk.  I  thmk.  Let's  you  and  me  move  on  ""l^ 
the  camels  turn  the  corner'" 

The  music  followed  him  to  the  street,  where  he 
urned  westward  toward  the  river,  and  presently 
as  he  walked  on.  fannmg  himself  with  his  straw  h^t' 
Tettted^"'  was  gone.     But  the  voice  he  had  hea^d 

'^  Remember/   Across  Main  Street  bridge  at  noon'- 
It  said  agam.  close  to  his  ear 

This  time  he  did  not  start.     "All  right  "  he  an 
s.J.r.l..j.n,,,,^,,,^^^ 

At  a  dingy  saloon  corner,  near  the  river,  a  shabby 

mold""r'"'-  'r   ''''''''^'  ^-^  P^"^^  the 

aT  Toe  •  ho    TiT^  '\^'"^  ^""  ^'^^^"'t  ^°.  after 
all.  Joe.     he  added,  with  a  brightening  face. 

(jo  where.  Happy?" 

Mr.    Fear   looked   grave.     "Don't   ...„    ...m„„. 
meetin' 


ne  last  night.'" 
Louden  shook  his  head.     "No. 
The  other's 


Did  ir 


jaw  fell  and  his  brow  corrugated  with 


self-reproach.     "Well,  if  that  don 


thick- head  I 


am!     I 


though 
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gone  «n  with  ye.     Xobody  c'd  a'  walked  straighter 
ner  talked  straighter.     Said  ye  was  goin'  to  lea^e 
Canaan  fer  good  and  didn't  want  nobody  to  know  ,t 
baid  ye  was  goi„'  to  take  the  •le^•en-o  clock  throuLd,' 
train  ter  the  West,  an.l  told  nie  I  couldn't  come 
to  the  dccpo  with  ye.     Said  ycM  had  enough  o' 
Canaan,  and  of  everything!     I  tollered  ve  part  w-,v 
to  the  deepo.  hut  ye  turned  and  made  a  motion  fe"r 
me  to  go  back,  and  I  <b„c  it.  because  ye  seemed  to 
be  kind  of  ,n  trouble,  and  I  thought  yc'd  ruther  be 
byyerself.     Well.  sir.  ifs  o„e  on  me!" 
"Not  at  all."  said  Joe.     "  I  was  all  right." 

,lo  ye  r  '"'  "  '''"'""'  '^'"  "'^''-     "  ^-"^  '•^"^^^"^f'er, 
"Almost."  Joe  smiled,  faintly 

s.ow,y  then  p.„se..  inc'sholrhLCL,  ^  X 
seemed  on  the  Doint  nf  ,)^}-      ■  '  ^^""-     "<- 

perience  of  the  futility  of  it.  he  swerve     fn    ^ 
fulness:  suerxcd  to  cheer- 

."  ^  ^''''  ^^^  boys  is  all  goin-  to  work  hard  fer  the 
primaries.     Mike   <;nvc   ,,         .  ^"^ 

Inn'f   V  V        ^      ^"^   ^"^   ^o"i^^   chances   ve 

•■Nonsense!    F-Hynn.,  nonsense.  Happy.  That's 
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the  kind  of  thing  I  used  to  think  when  I  was  a  bov 
But   now-pshaw!"     Joe   broke  ofl   witli   u   tirJd 
iaugh.     "Tell  them  not  to  waste  their  time!     Are 
you  going  out  to  the  Beach  this  afternoons" 

The  httle  man  l.nvered  his  eyes  moodily  "  m 
be  near  there."  he  said,  seraping  his  patched  shoe 
up  and  down  the  curbstone.  "That  feller's  in 
town  agin." 

"What  fellow ?" 

"'Nashville'  they  call  him;  Ed's  the  name  he 
give  the  hospital:  Cory— him  that  I  soaked  the 
night  you  come  back  to  Canaan.  He's  after 
Clauchnc  to  git  his  evens  with  mc.  He's  made  a 
raise  somcwheres.  and  plays  the  spender.  And 
her-well,  I  reckon  she's  tired  waitin'  table  at  the 
National  House';  tired  o'  me.  too.  I  got  a  hint 
that  they're  goin"  out  to  the  Beach  together  this 
afternoon." 

Joe  passed  his  hand  wearily  over  his  aching  fore- 
head. "  I  understand,"  he  said,  "  and  you'd  better 
try  to.  Cory's  laying  for  you,  of  course.  You  say 
he's  after  your  wife?  He  must  have  set  about  it 
pretty  openly  if  they're  going  to  the  Beach  to-day. 
for  there  is  always  a  crowd  there  on  Sundays.  Is 
It  hard  for  you  to  see  why  he's  doing  it'  It's  be- 
cause he  wants  to  make  you  jealous.  What  for? 
So  that  you'll  tackle  him  again.  And  why  does  he 
want  that  ?     Because  he's  ready  for  you!" 
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The  other's  eyes  sucMcnJy  bccanic  bloods!,  ,    i 
nostras  exp.nchn,  inerclihlv.     ••/v^l,     •'! "      '," 
^'f//tr  be  ready,     l-"  "  ''*^'^J. '^^  he?    il^ 

...";^;|;^f^     enough!-     Joe     i.  ,  -rupted.     swiftiv 
V\e  11  have  no  talk  like  ilu,.     ] •]/,,...     "^^'^ ' 
v'ou    mv«.lf"      \'  .  ^lue  this  for 

Civc  mc  ynur  wi,r,|.'  '''-^  • 

"'us  11, In  that,  we  sure  know  „„„•„  ■  fHe,,   '■■ 

Keep  out  of  trouble,  Happy."    j,,^,  tumerf  .„ 
go  and  they  sh*k  hands.     • 'Jood  di  an  d-k  ee 

<'ut  of  trouble!"  ^^J' 

When    he    had    gone.    Mr.    Fear's   eountenance 
a^^-iin  gloomed  ominously,  and.  shaking  his  head 
he  rumtnatn-ely  entered  an  adjacent  bar  through 
t'le  alley  door. 

The  Maiti  Street  bridge  was  an  old-fashioned 

wooden,  covered  one,  dust-colored  and  very  n-ir' 

row.  squarely  framing  the  fair.  oi)en  country  be 

yond ;  for  the  town  had  nex'er  crossed  the  river 

Joe  fot,nd  the  cool  shadow  in  the  bridge  gracious 

to  h,s  hot  brow,  and  through  the  slender  chinks  of 

the   vvorn    flooring   he  caught    bright   glimpses  of 

runnmg  water.     When  he  came  out  of  the  other 

end  he  felt  enough  refreshed  to  light  a  cigar 
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"Well,    here    I   am,"   he   said.     "Across   Main 
Street  bndge-and  it  must  be  getting  on  toward 
noon        He  spoke  almost  with  the  aspect  of  dar- 
ing, and  immediately  stood  still,  listenmg      "'/?c 
[['cferr'    he    ventua.l   to   repeat,  agam   daring. 
Remember!    Aeross  Main  Street  bridge  at  noon  '' " 
And  again  he  listened.     Then  he  chuckled  faintly 
with  relief,  for  the  voice  did  not  return      "Thank 
Ood    I've  got  rid  of  that!"  he  whispered.     "And 
of  the  circus  band  too!" 

A  dust  road  turned  to  the  right,  following  the 
river  and  shaded  by  big  sycamores  on  the  bank- 
the  mongrel,  intensely  preoccupied  with  this  road ' 
scampered  away,  his  nose  to  the  ground.  "Good 
enough,"  said  the  master.  "Lead  on  and  I'll 
come  after  you." 

him  to  a  half-hollow  log  which  lav  on  a  low  grass 
grown   levee  above   the   stream,  where   the   do^s 
interest  in  the  pursuit  became  vivi,] ;  temporariiv 
however,   for  after  a  few  minutes  of  agit'ted  in: 
vest  gation    he  was  seized  with  indifference  to  the 

the  log.  which  was  in  the  shade,  and  smoked 

mJT  \:':]  He  tried  it  once  more.  -  Aeross 
Mam  Street  bridge  at  noon!'-  Safety  still-  the 
voice  came  not.  But  the  sound  of  his  own  repeti- 
tion of  the  words  brought  liim  an  eerie  tremor; 
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for  the  mist  of  a  memory  came  with  it-  n„.^- 

tangible   nothmg  defin.te'but  som      m'\ery  f"' 
away  a„,  ,„,,„„,y^  _^,^^  .^^^  »  -n^  fa 

gne  h.m  a  queer  feeling  that  he  was  really  kcl  , 
ng  an  appomtment  here.     Was  ,t  with  somcM,^ter' 
spnte     hat   would  rise  from  the  river  "w''," 

th     he    ^-^l"'  '""  ^>-^=""°- '     H^  knew  tool 
that  he  m,ght  expeet  strange  fancies  to  get  hold 

s trlltr  r"'"^""''  ='^  ""^  °-  g-w  ""ca  n„ 

■t  olf     The  result  surprised  him;  the  fancy  r<- 

—.but  his  headache  and  d^ssl,:/ 4" 

.eavesTn^  ^t^  Z^'T'  ""'T*^  '^= 
chiroed  in  fh  T      ,  Sparrows  hoppcl  and 

ou   ?ouh^  h  '-''■  "'"""">•  -n-.sed;  with- 

nessthat  the    '■"!,'""'"""'  ''"  "''  «™*-'y  ^'ill- 
ness that  the  worid  would  drowse  forever-  and  the 

mongrel  h.ted  his  hea.l,  bli„u,l  at  them   h  pele 

ms  ear  «,th  the  manner  of  one  who  has  neglectc.1 

u      matters  overlong;  .versed  h,s  position  ■  stp 

Lnd   „„    !,■      u'^  ™™'  ''"^''  «^"-"  '"  t'^'^^  i^ottom- 

road  t'    ",r     r'f  ^'^  ''''"■'^''  »"«'  "P  the  main 
road  to  xa„,sh  at  the  bridge  in  a  climax  of  lunaev 
The  sfrrmg  a,r  brought  a  smell  of  blossoms    t^l^ 
'■.stance  took  on  faint  lavender  ha.es  whwrblend^ 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

ed  the  outlines  of  the  fields,  lying  like  square 
coverlets  upon  the  long  slope  of  rising  ground  be- 
yond the  bottom-land,  and  empurpled  the  blue 
woodland  shadows  of  the  groves. 

For  the  first  time,  it  struck  Joe  tliat  it  was  a 
beautiful  day,  and  it  came  to  him  that  a  beautiful 
day  was  a  thing  which  nothing  except  death,  sick- 
ness, or  imprisonment  could  take  from  him— not 
even  the  ban  of  Canaan!  Unforewarnerl,  music 
sounded  in  his  ears  again;  but  he  did  not  shrink 
from  It  now;  this  was  not  the  circus  band  he  had 
heard  as  he  left  the  Square,  but  a  melody  like  a 
far-away  serenade  at  night,  as  of  "the  horns  of 
elf-land  faintly  blowing";  and  he  closed  his  eyes 
witii  the  sweetness  of  it. 

"Go  ahead!"  he  whispered.  "Do  that  all  you 
want  to.  If  you'll  keep  it  up  like  this  awhile, 'I'll 
follow  with  'Little  Brown  Jug,  How  I  Love  Thee!' 
It  seems  to  pay,  after  all!" 

The  welcome  strains,  however,  were  hut  th.- 
prelude  to  a  harsher  sound  which  interrupted  and 
annihilated  them:  the  Court-house^  lx-11  clanging 
out  twelve.  "All  right,"  said  J,x-,  -  Its  noon 
and  I'm  'across  Main  Street  ]>n(]»o  '" 

He  opened  his  eyes  and  ]ooke<!  about  hi,Ti 
whimsically.     Then  he  sho(;k  his  head  again. 

A  lady  had  just  emerged  from  the  bridg.'  ■,n.l 
was  coming  toward  him. 
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It  would  l>e  hard  to  get  at  Jr^'s  first  impressions 
ot    her.     We   can    find    conveyance    for   onlv    the 
broadest  and   heaviest.     Ancient  and  m,M,m  in- 
stances multiply  the  case  of  the  sleepc-r  who  dreams 
out  a  long  story  in  accurate  color  and   fine  detail 
a  tale  of  years,  in  the  ...p.-ning  and  shuUing  of  ." 
-j>r.     So  w,th  Joseph,  in  the  brief  space  of  the 
lady  s  approach.     And  with  him.  as  with  the  skep 
cT.  ,t  must  Iiavc  been    -in  fact  it  was.  m  his  recol- 
lections, later     a  blur  of  emotion. 

At  first  sight  of  her,  jH.rhaps  it  was  pre-emincntlv 
the  shock  of  seeing  anvthing  so  e.Kc^uisite   wher- 
fa-  aad  exr>ected  to  s^c  nothing  at  all.     Fc>r  she 
was  exquisiu.  -h..rri !  as  ha^•e  l>een  Uye  m.^  of  the 
word.  Its  i^est  .^1  tru..t  l>ck^g  to  lier;  she    was 
that  and  much  more,  fr.^  tb:  ivory  £,-rrule  of  tb- 
parasol  t^^.  carried,  to  t\^-  ligU  am!  slend.-r  fV..t- 
pnnt  she  left  n.  the  dust  .f  tne  r,...|.     Joo  kne^  at 
'>nce  that  nothmg  like  h..-  had   .v*^  bc-fore  W, 
.S'.en  m  Canaan. 

He   iiad    little   ^.v^wU-Ai^e  of  the  ...   .,^1, 

-M  he  ,u.e,-led  non.   v,  se.  t^  ha.^.>..    ..a;^;.,,; 
!'^;  that  of  the  day   lie   had   discm^rM   .    little 


liile   :ig,,.     Her    dress   ^n^    ] 


lat   aiK"'    ;/!^)ves   and 


i-naso]  showed  a  pale  lavender  overtir^  ^ke  tfe,t 
V"  '"■  ''"'  ^'^■^'"  overspreading  ^he  ..<t.rn 
^-"IH'  '  Vftrrwnrd.  hv  di..x-OVered  I'i.tt  *h,.  .rl  .-,,■ 
^'« ■^^on    'f-tdavw.,egrav,:,nd,hath.:rh.I;;vJ 
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for  tlie  most  part  white.)  The  charm  of  fabric 
and  tint  belonging  to  what  she  wore  was  no  shame 
to  her,  not  being  of  primal  importance  beyond  her- 
self;  it  was  but  the  expression  of  her  daintiness  and 
the  adjunct  of  it.  She  was  tall,  but  if  Joe  could 
have  spoken  or  thought  of  her  as  "slender,"  he 
would  have  been  capal)le  of  calling  her  lips  "red," 
in  which  case  he  would  not  ha\e  been  Joe,  and 
would  have  been  as  far  from  the  truth  as  her  lips 
were  from  red,  or  as  her  supreme  delicateness  was 
from  mere  slenderness. 

Under  th.e  summer  hat  her  very  dark  hair  swept 
back  over  her  temples  with  something  near  trim- 
ness  in  the  extent  to  which  it  was  withheld  from 
being  flufTy.  It  may  V)e  that  this  approach  to 
trimness,  which  was,  after  all,  only  a  sort  of  co- 
quetry with  trimness,  is  the  true  key  to  the  mys- 
tery of  the  vision  of  the  lady  who  appeared  to  Joe. 
Let  us  say  that  she  suppressed  everything  that 
went  beyond  grace;  that  the  hint  of  floridity  was 
abhorrent  to  her.  "Trim"  is  as  clumsy  as  "slen- 
der"; she  had  escaped  from  tlio  trimness  of  girl- 
hood as  wholly  as  she  had  gone  through  its  colt- 
ishncss.  "Exquisite."  Let  us  go  b-irk  to  Joe's 
own  blurred  first  thought  of  her  and  be  cvrntent 
with  that' 

She  was  to  ])a;;s  him — so  he  tlii'vight  -and  as 
she  drew  nearer,  his  breath  came  faster. 
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"  Reinrmhcr  '  .  \ cross  Main  Slrrrl  hridt^c  al  noor. .'' ' 
WaR  his  the  fay  (^f  whuin  tlie  voice  liad  v.Tir.u-  ' 
him'  With  that,  theiv  bcrdl  liini  iho  mystorv 
of  last  night.  He  did  not  remember,  bm  it  was 
as  if  he  Hved  again,  dimly,  the  highest  hour  of 
happiness  in  a  life  a  thousand  ycrirs  ago;  perfume 
and  music,  roses,  nightingales  and  plucked  harp- 
strings.  Yes;  someth.ing  w.n derful  was  happen- 
ing to  him. 

She  had  stopped  directly  in  front  of  him;  stop- 
ped and  stood  looking  at  him  with  her  clear  eyes. 
He  did  not  lift  his  own  to  hers;  he  had  long  ex- 
perience of  the  averted  gaze  of  women ;  but  it  was 
not  only  that;  a  great  shyness  be.set  him.  He 
had  risen  and  removed  his  hat,  trying  (ineffectual- 
ly) not  to  clear  his  throat ;  his  every-day  sense  urf^- 
ing  upon  him  that  she  was  a  stranger  in  Canaan 
who  had  lost  her  way —the  prepostcrousness  of  any 
one's  losing  the  way  in  Canaan  not  just  now  ap- 
pealing to  his  every-day  sense. 

"Can  I— can  I  — "  he  stammered,  blushing  mis- 
erably, meaning  to  finish  with  " direct  you,"  or 
"show  you  the  way." 

Then  he  looked  at  licr  again  and  saw  what 
seemed  to  him  the  strangest  sight  of  his  life.  The 
lady's  eyes  had  filled  with  tears— filled  and  over- 
filled. 

"  I'll  sit  here  on  the  log  with  vou,"  she  said.     A\)'\ 
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her  voice  was  the  voice  which  he  had  heard  saying. 
"Remember!     Across  Main  Street  bridge  at  noon!" 

"What'"  he  gasped. 

"You  don't  need  to  dust  it!"  she  went  on, 
tremulously.  And  even  then  he  did  not  know  who 
she  was. 
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gHERE  was  a  silence,  for  if  the  dazzled 
;  young  man  could  have  spoken  at  all 
:he  could  have  found  nothing  to  say'; 
I  and,    perhaps,    the    lady    would    not 
:  trust  her  own  voice  just  then.      His 
eyes  had  fallen  again;  he  was  too  dazed,  and,  in 
truth,    too   panic-stricken,    now,    to    look   at    her 
though  if  he  had  been  quite  sure  that  she  was  part 
of  a  wonderful  dream  he  might  have  dared      She 
was  seated  beside  him,  and  had  handed  him  her 
parasol  in  a  little  way  which  seemed  to  imply  that 
of  course  he  had  reached  for  it,  so  that  it  was  t(. 
be  seen  how  used  she  was  to  ha^e  all  tinv  things 
done  for  her,  though  this  was  not  then  of  his  trem- 
ulous observing.     He  did  jxTceive.  howexer    that 
he  was  to  furl  the  dainty  thing;  he  pressed  the 
catch,  and  let  down  the  top  timidly,  as  if  fearing  to 
break  or  tear  it ;  and,  as  it  closed,  held  near  his  fac^ 
he  caught  a   verv   faint,   sweet,   spicv  enianatror 
irom  It  like  wild  roses  .-jnd  cinnamon. 
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He  did  not  know  her;  but  his  timidity  and  « 
trange  httl.  choke  in  his  throat,  the  sudden  fright 
-^hich  had  seed  upon  him.  were  not  caused  bv 

was  one  he  had  known  but  eould  not.  for  the  mo- 
ment  recall  .there  was  nothing  of  the  awkwardness 
that.  no.  he  was  overpowered  by  the  miracle  of 
tl.s  meetmg.  And  yet.  white  with  marvelling, 
he  felt  ,t  to  be  so  much  more  touchinglv  a  grea 
happmess  than  he  had  ever  known  thaf  at  first  i 
was  mexpressibly  sad. 

At  last  he  heard  her  voice  again,  shaking  a  little 
as  she  said:  ^  ' 

"I  am  glad  you  remem.bered." 
"Remembered  what?"  he  faltered 

"Came  here,  do  you  mean?" 

"Yes— now,  at  noon." 

^ Ah !"  he  half  whispered,  unable  to  speak  aloud. 

Was  ,t  you   who  said-who  said.   'Remember' 

Across— across— ' ' '  " 

'"Across    Main    Street    bridge    at    noon!'"    she 

nnished  for  him.  gently.     "Yes" 

He  took  a   deep  breath   in   the  wonder  of  it 

Where  was  it  you  3aid  that>"  he  asked,  slowly' 

Was  It  last  night?"  ^' 

"  Don 't  >-ou  even  know  that  you  came  to  meet  me '" 
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"/       nine  to     \n  inccl      v.m'" 
';n'^  gavr  a  little  pityingcrv.  ven,-  „enr  .    .oh 
scfiiiK  Ins  utter  Lewildornicnt  '  ' 

I'l^t  ni.ti:ht.     You  don't  rcmeml.er  at  all  '•' 

His  eyes  downcast,   his  face  hurnini,^  hotly    ho 

could  only  shake  his  hca<l.  - 

"Yes,"    she    continued      "J    ih,^„irhi- 
wouH  he  there.  foMhay,,.a:,n';:t.:\;H':- 

rom    tiie    ,,lntf„rrn.    y„„    „.„e    standing    then- 
though  you  <h<h,'t  see  me  at  first,  not  until      h    ,' 
called  your  name  and  ran  to  you.     You  sai  1  •   V 
come  to  meet  you,'  but   you  sa,d   it   .,„    hJ 
thought.     An.l  then  you  ealled  a  carriage  f^.r  me 
but  you  seemed  so  strange-y„u  couldn't  te!,  iKnv' 
you  kneu-  that  I  was  coming,  and^and  then    Z 
understood  you  weren't  yourself.     V„u  were  very 
qu.et    but  I  knew.   ,  knew!    So  r  made  v  u  ^ 
into  the  carnage— and- and— "  ' 

itsel'f'brf  T;' J"  '  ^'"^'  ''''  ''''''    ^'-^-  ^J^-'-e 
her.     She  had  hfted  her  handkerchie.  to  her  eves 

so  m'ueh'tr™""'  f '  '^"^P"^  ''■  '^'^  '^  -'-^^  "/>; 

L  then         :r"'"  ^""''""  "^  ""''  ^-^  '^-^  ^- 
saw  then  as  the  tears  upon  her  cheeks 

Ah.  poor  boy!"  she  cried.      ■  I  knew!     T  knew'" 
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"  Vi.ii     yuu  took  nic  luimc^" 
^   "Vou  told  mo  uhiTc-  you  lived."  she  answered. 
"  V  cs,  I  took  you  lionic." 

"I  don't  understand."  he  stamrncivd.   huskily. 
"  I  don't  understand!" 

She  leaned  toward  him  slightly,  lookinjr  at  him 
with  „'reat  intentness. 

"  Vou  didn't  know  mc  last  nij^dit."  she  said.     "  Do 
you  know  me  now.^" 

For   answer  he  could  only  stare  at   her.   dun, 
founded.     He    lifted    an    unsteady    hand    towani 
her  appealingly.     But  the  manner  of  the  ladv,  as 
she  saw  the  truth,   underwent  an  Ai)ril  change 
She  drew  back  lightly;  he  was  favored  with  the 
most  delicious,  low  laugh  he  had  ever  Iieard.  and 
by   some   magic    whisk    which   she   accomplished,' 
there  was  no  sign  of  tears  ab.mt  her. 

''Ah!  I'm  glad  you're  the  same.  Joe!"  she  said 
You  never  would  or  could  pretc>nd  \-ery  well 
I'm  glad  you're  the  same,  and  I'm  glad  I've 
changed,  though  that  isn't  wh\  vou  have  for- 
gotten me.  You've  forgotten  me  because  vou 
never  thought  of  me.  Perhaps  I  should  not  have 
known  you  if  you  had  clianged  a  great  deal-as  I 
have!" 

He  started,  leaning  back  from  her. 
"Ah!"  she   laughed.     "That's  it!     Th.-ii     unnv 
httle  twist  of  the  head  you  always  had,     .e  a~ 
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like  a-  vvcll,  y<ni  know  I  must  haw  tnM  y.)u  a 
rhousand  times  that  it  uas  hkc  a  iii.c  friendly 
puppy ;  so  why  shouldn't  I  say  so  now  '  And  your 
eyel.rows!  Wlicn  you  look  like  that,  nolx.dv  could 
ever  forget  you.  Joe!" 

He  rose  from  tile  \n^,  an<]  the  mongrel  leaped 
upon  him  uproariously,  thinkmg  thev  were  to  ^jo 
home,  belike  to  food. 

The  lady  laughed  again.  "Don't  let  him  spnU 
niy  parasol.  And  I  must  warn  you  now:  Never, 
never  tread  on  ,uy  skirt!  I'm  xvry  irritable  about 
such  things!" 

He  had  taken  three  or  (our  uncertain  backward 
steps  froiii  her  She  sat  before'  him.  radiant  with 
laughter,  tlic  Icneliest  creature  he  had  ever  seen; 
but  between  him  and  this  charming  vision  there 
swept,  through  the  wami,  scented  June  air.  a  \eil 
'•f  snow  like  a  driven  fog.  and.  half  obscured  in  the 
heart  of  it.  a  young  girl  stood,  knee-dee[i  in  a  drift 
pi'ed  against  an  old  picket  gate,  her  black  water- 
proof and  shabby  skirt  Happing  in  the  bhz;:ard 
like  torn  sails,  one  of  her  hands  out  stretched  tow- 
ard him,  her  startled  eyes  fixed  on  his. 

"And,  r>h,  how  like  you."  said  the  lady;  "how 
like  you  and  nobody  else  in  the  w.jrld,  Joe,  lo  hav.- 
a  yellow  dog!" 

''Arid  Tabor!" 

His  h:>s  formed  the  words  without  sound. 

i6r 


J! 


r; 
I 


U   w 


1  ,| 

i-ii 


Ml- 


^1 


^^^ 


MICROCOPY   RESOLUTION   TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


2.8 


1^1^ 


36 


lAO 


*-   >. 


1.4 


2.5 


2.2 


2.0 


1.8 


1.6 


A    APPLIED  IM/1GE 


'653   East    Moin   Street 

Roctiesfer.    Ne*    rork         14609       USA 

(716)    482  -  OJOO  -  Phone 

(716)   288  -  5989  -  Fax 


>  8 


ii 


mm 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

"Isn't  it  ab.mt  time?"  she  saul.  "Are  stran^ro 
ladies  in  the  luibil  of  descending  from  trains  to 
take  you  home?" 

Once,  upon  a  white  morning  long  ago,  the  sensa- 
tional progress  of  a  certain  vouth  up  Main  Street 
had  stirred  Canaan.  But  that  day  was  as  nothing 
t(^  this.  Mr.  Bantry  had  left  temporary  paralysis 
in  his  wake;  but  in  the  case  of  the  two  young  peo- 
ple who  passed  slowly  along  the  street  to-day  it 
was  petrifaction,  which  secmmgly  threatened  in 
several  instances  (most  notably  that  of  Mr.  Arp) 
to  become  permanent. 

The  lower  portion  of  the  street,  lined  with  three 
and  four  story  buildings  of  brick  and  stone,  rather 
grim    and   hot   fagades   under   the   mid-day  sun 
afforded  little  shade  to  the  church-comers,  who 
were    working    homeward    in    processional    little 
groups   and   clumps,   none   walking  fast,    though 
none  with  the  appearance  of  great  leisure,  since 
neither  rate  of  progress  would  have  been  esteemed 
befitting  the  day.     The  growth  of  Canaan,  steady 
though  never  startling,  had  left  almost  all  of  the 
churches  down-town,  and  Main  Street  the  principal 
avenue  of  communication  between  them  and  the 
"residence  section."     So,  to-day,  the  intermittent 
procession  stretched  along  the  new  cement  'side- 
walks from  a   little  below  the  Square  to  Upper 
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Main  Street,  where  maples  lined  the  th.orou-hfare 
and    the   mansions   of   the   affluent   stood    ;'m..n- 
pleasant  lawns  and  siirubberies.     It  was  lai.e;  for 
tiiis   had   heea  a  communion  Sunday,   and   tliosc 
far  in  advance,  who  had  already  reached  the  pretty 
and  shady  part  of  the  street,  were  members  of  the 
churches  where  ser\     <■«  had  been  shortest;  tliou-h 
few  m  the  hnv^  para<lc  looked  as  if  thev  ha<l  l-een 
attending  anything  very  short,  and  many  heads  of 
families  were  crisp  in  their  replies  to  the  theological 
mquiries   of   their  offspring.     The   men    imparted 
largely  a  gloom  to,  the  itinerant  concourse,  most 
of  them  wearing  h-.t.  long  black  coats  antl  having 
wilted  their  collars;  the  ladies  relieving  this  gloom 
somewhat  l)y  the  lighter  tints  of  their  garments; 
the  spick-and-span  little  girls  relieving  it  greatly 
l>y  their  white  dresses  and  their  faces,  the  latter 
bright  with  the  hope  of  Sunday  ice-cream;  while 
the  boys,  experiencing  some  solace  in  that  they 
were   finally   out   where  a   person   could   at   least 
sjratch  himself  if  he  had  to,  yet  oppressed  by  the 
decorous   necessities  of  the   day,    marcl-ed   a'long, 
furtively  planning,  Ix-hind  imperturbably  secretive 
countenances,  various  means  for  the  later  dispersal 
of  an  odious  monotony. 

Usually  the  conversation  of  this  long  strin-^'  of  ihe 
homeward  bound  was  not  too  frivolous  or  worldly; 
nay,  it  properly  inclined  to  discussion  of  the  sermcm ; 
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that  is,  praise  of  the  sermon,  with  here  and  there  a 
mikl  "  I-didn't-like-his-saying  "  or  so ;  an<  I  its  lighter 
aspects  were  apt  to  concern  the  next  "Social,"  or 
various  pleasurable  schemes  for  the  raising  of  funds 
to  help  the  heathen,  the  quite  worthy  poor,  or  the 
church. 

This  was  the  serious  and  seemly  parade,  the 
propriety  of  whose  behavior  was  to-day  almost 
disintegrated  when  the  lady  of  the  bridge  walked 
up  the  street  in  the  shadow  of  a  lacy,  lavender 
parasol  carried  by  Joseph  Louden.  The  congrega- 
tion of  the  church  across  the  Sguare,  that  to  which 
Joe's  step-aunt  had  been  late,  was  just  debouching, 
almost  in  mass,  upon  Main  Street,  when  these  two 
went  by.  It  is  not  quite  the  truth  to  say  that  all 
except  the  children  came  to  a  dead  halt,  but  it  is  not 
very  far  from  it.  The  air  was  thick  with  subdued 
exclamations  and  whisperings. 

Here  is  no  mystery.  Joe  was  probably  the  only 
person  of  respectable  derivation  in  Canaan  who  had 
not  known  for  weeks  that  Ariel  Tabor  was  on  her 
way  home.  And  the  news  that  she  had  arrived  the 
night  before  had  been  widely  disseminated  on  the 
way  to  church,  entering  church.  ?'«  church  (even  so !) , 
and  coming  out  of  church.  An  account  of  her  house 
in  the  Avenue  Henri  Martin,  and  of  her  portrait  in 
the  Salon— a  mysterious  business  to  many,  and  not 
lacking  in  grandeur  for  that!-  had  occupied  two 
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columns  in  the  Tocsin,  on  a  day.  some  months  be- 
fore, when  Joe  had  found  himself  inimicallv  head- 
Imed  on  the  first  pa^re.  and  had  dropped  the  paper 
without  reading  further.  Ariel's  name  had  been 
m  the  mouth  of  Canaan  for  a  long  time;  unfort- 
unately for  Joe,  however,  not  in  the  mouth  of  that 
Canaan  wliich  held  converse  with  him. 

Joe  had  not  known  her.  The  women  recognized 
her.  mfallibly,  at  first  glance;  even  those  who  harl 
quite  forgotten  her.  And  the  women  told  their 
men.  Hence  the  un-Sundaydike  demeanor  of  the 
procession,  for  few  towns  hold  it  more  unseemly  to 
stand  and  stare  at  passers-l,v,  especiallv  on 'the 
Sabbath.-/?»/  Ariel  Tabor  returned-and  walking 
with— xrith  Joe  Louden .'  .  .  . 

A  low  but  increasing  murmur  followed  the  two 
as  they  proceeded.     It  ran  up  the  street  ahead  of 
them;  peo])le  turned  to  look  back  and  paused,  so 
that  they  had  to  walk  round  one  or  two  groups. 
They  had,  also,  to  walk  round  Norbert  Flitcroft, 
which  was  very  like  walking  round  a  group.     He 
was  one  of  the  few  (he  Vv'as  waddling  home  alone) 
who  did  not  id-.tify  Miss  Tabor,  and  her  effect  upon 
him  was  e.Ktn.      unary.     His  mouth  opened  and  he 
gazed    stodgily.    his    widening  eves  like  sun  -  dogs 
coming  out  of  a  f<_>g.     He  did  not  recognize  her  es- 
cort ;  did  not  see  liim  at  all  until  thev  had  passed 
after  which  Mr.  Flitcroft  experienced  a  few  mo- 
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mens  nf  trance ;  came  out  „f  it  stricken  thrn.,rt  and 

throuRl,,  felt  nervously  of  his  tie;  resoluto.vfc,,  in 

hch.n.l   the   heeliuR  monsrel  an,l   followe.l    at 

.hstance  of  s.nie  forty  paces,  .letennined  t,',  Icar; 

ha    household  tlus  heavenly  ^.,s,to^  honored,  and 

hnlhn„  wth  the  intention  to  please  that  sam' 

household  w,th  his  ou-n  presence  as  soon  ami  as 

often  as  possible. 

tenltf  t"r""'  "  ""'°  ""^  '^'  P^^^^™'"  the  ex- 
fa  ushtwT"'"™™'""''  ''"'  "  "■•■'^  "■>'  the 
blush    that  Joe   remembered   had    reddened    the 

tanned  skm  of  old;   for  her  brownness  had  gone 

ong  a„    t houKh  it  had  not  left  her  merely  pi„/Z 

«h,te.     Tins  was  a  dehcate  rosiness  rising  from  her 

there  had  been  many  words  left  in  Joe   he  wou'd 
have  called  it  a  divine  blush;  it  fascinated  ,ta  and 

her   ,t  would  have  been  tliis  blush.     He  aid  not 
understand  it,  but  .vhen  he  saw  it  he  stumbled 

Those  who  gaped  and  stared  were  for  him  only 
blurs  ,n  the  background;  truly,  he  saw  "men  as 
trees  walkm.g";  and  when  it  became  necessa  y  o 
s  ep  out  to  the  curb  in  passing  some  clump  of  peo! 
P  e,  .t  was  to  him  as  if  Ariel  and  he,  enchantediv 

m;::rdr"'"^"^''-™-^-"'-'^^— -■■ 

He  kept  trying  to  realize  that  this  ladv  of  wonder 
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ns,  on  the  ,I-.v  h,.  .  '■  ^■'"'  "''"^  ••'  kM: 

recollection  even  hi.  ,-  r  "^-"'^^^S^'-     ^\  ith  that 

probable  that  it  ,v     i  '^  '^"'  "^'^  seem 

-xtiJ^^\^^:i';:-'-^^^PP-a,ainI     The 

Tabor."  '^  ^"'"^^''^  ^^^^""^g  1^^'r  "Miss 

At  this  she  seemed  amused     "  \' 

cane<,  n,e  ti,at.  years  Tgo  •   she  IZ  ™f   %''''' 
<ne\v  mc!"  ""'•     'o""  -'H  yen 

"I  did  know  her— ir,„    i  me-„ir"  i, 
"I  used  to  know  nearl v  cvenZ"  vo      '""'''''"'■ 
to  say  before  you  said  it      Z      ^  '       "''""  >^"'"^ 

■■  Ves  "1,       "  "  ^™''-  Strange  now-    " 

Its,    she  mterruDterl      "t*   i 
now!"  '^      ■        "  "'°«  seem  strange 

_^2°rhow,"hewento„,  -rdoubtifnowra 

..o:':™":::::  ^''^ -''-■■••"■''''«- .-ity,  ^ 

ingtd  wf '  '"  ■""  "'  ^"^  "  P«'-P""n  "f  the  st,r 
'-:n'.^.nshega:^r^— ^I'S 
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v^rv  S(VMi  (iisap|H'arc(l,  That  iHM)plc  turnrH  to 
look  at  Ikt  may  have  hrt-ii  not  altoj^ftluT  a  nc)V<-lty  : 
a  ^'iii  will)  had  Icarticil  to  a|)|K-ar  uiK-onscious  of  the 
Coiitiiu'iital  Stan',  tl.r  tollowinj;  ^mzi-  of  (hi'  1.  iiK'- 
vanls.  tlu>  fratik  ^I-issrs  of  tlu'  (\. stanza  in  Ronu\ 
was  not  ill  eijuippi'd  to  face  Main  StrL-ct,  Canaan, 
even  as  it  was  to(la\'. 

Uiulor  tlu'  swanioros.  Ix-fon.-  tlu-y  started,  tliey 
had  not  talked  a  ^'nat  deal;  tlu're  had  Item  lonj^ 
siloni'i's:  almost  all  her  (luestions  eoncerninj^'  the 
period  of  his  runaway  ahsetice;  she  appeared  to 
know  and  to  imderstand  everythiiii,'  which  had  haj)- 
peneil  since  his  return  to  the  town.  He  had  not, 
in  his  turn,  reaclu-  1  the  point  where  he  would  bej^nn 
to  (juestion  her;  he  was  too  breathless  in  his  con- 
sciousness of  the  marvellous  present  hour.  vShe 
had  told  liim  of  the  death  of  Rojijer  Tabor,  the  year 
before.  "  Poor  man."  she  said,  gently,  "  he  lived  to 
see  '  how  the  otlier  fellows  did  it '  at  last,  atid  every- 
body liked  him.     He  was  very  hapjw  over  there." 

After  a  little  while  she  had  said  that  it  was  grow- 
ing close  u[>on  lunch-time;  she  must  be  going  back. 

"Then— then— good-bye,"  he  replied,  ruefully. 

"Why?" 

"I'm  afraid  you  don't  understand.  It  wouldn't 
do  for  you  to  be  seen  with  me.  Perhaps,  though, 
you  do  understand .  Wasn't  that  why  you  asked  me 
to  meet  you  out  here  beyond  the  bridge?" 
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In  ,mu-,.,hM„„^,„,  ,,„,„„,  ,„„,,,,,, 

■"-""■l:''-'-',^""' •■■I- 1  M  l„.,...,.|f   ,,!,.„  '  , 

,  .    ,1  '     ^^•'''  ""  ''III   KT  .|-in,ir 

«I«'H.   sl„.UV,S,n„„;.;l„.  ,||,|    ,„,,    .^^^ 

''"","  •■','''■'•  •^■•"■'■•■•■'  '"n„,|  ,.,  f„|,„„.  „„,„   „„.,. 
'■••'""■"■"'-l-lv,„.„-,,„„,„„„.,,,,,,„„.,     •       , 
S"".."-ru.,.,s  I,..,.  ,  ,,,„,,,     ,„„,,„ ,,, 

'  "Y'''    v,-,n„„s  ,,,t,.s,     \„|„„K,   ,„,„,„,„, 

-  ;."«-<. .US    St,,,,,,,,,;    u„.    ,,„s 

n,.„   wi„i,  "'■    ■'         '"■'■|«"-'">;    "I'i    CntK. 

tud's     '     ■         '^  ""■'^•- i— "  ...  .-.m-su  ,  aui- 

')nce  And  .sn,ilc.,l  „o|it,.,y,  „„i  ..„   m,    ,.„„,,,.„ 
|.n,.n,.l,„M,,,|„.,,,Uu.,Vc,rt,,,,,,..,,,,,,,u,,      ,: 

^he,l„l  , t  ,.,n  I  h„u.prot.y,lu.  „,,,,„- „„;,,": 
'"":'™  f  "'"••'">•  "'n-i„„s  „f  a  ™.a„,n.     ,       , 

street     He  l,fte,l  h.s  hat.  about  four  miuut,.,  late 
•'""'  "'^^''™^»''  •^'"--'  Pifc  "n.I  Eugene,  upon  tie 
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opposite    p.ivi'nu'nt.    walking   lionio    from    church 
toj^cthcr.     Joe  clianjjcd  color. 

There,  just  over  the  way.  was  she  who  had  been, 
in  his  first  youth,  the  fairy  child,  the  little  jirincess 
playniK'  in  the  palace  yard,  and  always  afterward 
his  lady  of  dreams,  his  fair  utweaehahle  moon  !  And 
Joe.  seein.c:  her  to-day.  chan.v,'ed  color;  that  was  all! 
He  had  passed  Mamie  in  the  street  (.:,U   a  week 
before,  and  she  had  see-^ied  all  that  she  had  always 
seemed;   to-<lay   an   incomprehensible   and    subtle 
chanjj^e  had  befallen  her  -a  chan^'e  so  mystifying  to 
him  that  for  a  moment  he  almost  ('oubtrd  that  che 
was  Mamie  Pike.     It  came  to  him  with  a  breath- 
taking' shock  that  her  face  lacked  a  certain  vivacity 
of  meanin^^  that   its  sweetness  was  perhaps  too 
placid;  that  there  would  have  been  a  deeper  good- 
ness in  it  had  there  been  any  hint  of  daring.     As- 
tonishing   questions    assailed    him.    startled    him: 
could  it  be  true  that,  after  all.  there  might  be  some 
day  too  much  of  her.^     Was  her  amber  hair  a  little 
too— fluffy?     Was  something  the  matter  with  her 
dress  ?     Everything  she  wore  had  always  seemed  so 
beautiful.     Where  had  the  exquisiteness  of  it  gone } 
For  there  was  surely  no  exquisiteness  about  it  now! 
It  was  incredible  that  any  one  could  so  greatly  alter 
in  the  few  days  elapsed  since  he  had  seen  her. 

Strange    matters!      Mamie    had    never    looked 
prettier. 
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•\l    till-    soimkI    ,,|-   .\,-j.,IV    .  ,   ■ 

'i«-|.r..„„„i,ti,.s„n„    ,;,    '"■'■ ■■^■'■'"■■••'" 

""ul.l    Vol,    slill    risk      "    u,      1 

'■".  .■M.p.Tcntlv  think,    .,.„,:,  ^'T   ""'"'""■ 
qiK'stiori:    "Whit    i<   tu  "■-  ^  H'lU^v,]  ]nv 

'■■:;••;;".;  v,.;i:,::j:\,:;:;:;;;! -"■■-.  .^1. 

"Von,,,  ,„„„,..  „„,  ^,.  ,    ^,^^^^^^1^ 

"I'll.     "'•  "'imittcl,  rfluctantlv    •■  I       ,i  ,  • 
Speck  for  short  "  '"'i..>ntl>,      I  ,„i|  i„n, 

naine .•'  "'"'"  ""  '""'■'■^     '  -"'  to  k„.,„.  „,.  ,,„ 

up  he  was  ./y..;;:::,-:;,  ;'",:t,  :''■'"' '''"^ 

Krown  bitter."  she  said,  Ren-  y  "  ""  "' 

^._^N;o.  no,"  he  proteste,].     "  I  to|,|  you  I  Hke.l 
She  did  not  nnswrr 

uipnse  sne  ., -ned,  indicating  the  wa     b- 
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a  touch  upon  his  slccsc,  and  iiosscil  tht-  strcft  *i>\v- 
anl   t!ic  K-itc.  whiili  Maiiiii'   au'l    ICuj^'iin-   had   iii 
UTi'd.      Nhiniic.  afu-r  (.•xchaii^Mtij,'  a  word  wilh  liu- 
v^i'in-  upon  ihf  sU'ps,  was  ahvady  hurrying  into  thi* 

lloUSf. 

Ariel  i)ausf(i  at  the  ^a\v,  as  if  waiting,'  for  joe 
to  open  it. 

lie  eoeked  his  head,  his  higher  eyebrow  rose, 
and  the  cHstortetl  sniile  a]>jH.>ared.  "I  don't  be- 
heve  we'd  better  stop  here,"  lie  said.  "The  last 
time  I  tried  it  I  was  expun^e<l  from  the  face  of 
the   universe." 

"  L)(>n't  you  know?"  she  cried.  "I'm  staying 
here.  Jud^e  Pike  has  cliarge  of  all  my  property; 
he  was  the  .'idministrator,  or  something."  Then 
seeing  him  chopfallen  and  aghast,  she  went  oi. 
"Of  course  you  don't  know!  You  don't  know 
anything  about  me.     You   haven't  even  asked!" 

"You're  going  to  live  here?"  he  gasped. 

"Will  you  come  to  see  me?"  she  laughed.  "Will 
you  come  this  afternoon?" 

He  grew  white.     "You  kncv  ^      n't,"  he  said. 

"You  came  here  once.  You  risked  a  good  deal 
then,  just  to  see  Manr.ie  dance  by  a  window.  Don't 
you  dare  a  little  for  an  old  friend?" 

"All  right,"  he  gulped.     "I'll  try." 

Mr.  Bantry  had  come  down  to  the  gate  and  was 
holding  it  open,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Ariel,  within 
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WHEN   HALF. GODS  GO 

Mi^.n  a  nsinKK'I'.w  A„  unpn-ss,,,,,  .-nrn.  fn  (^ 
■•ftcrwanl  that  his  stc.p-l.n.th.r  h.M  |ook..l  vi-rv 
liandsome. 

"Possihly  you  rctm-mhor  „).■.  Miss  T,ti,.>r>"  sai.i 
hym.  m  a  .I,-,.,,  ami  impnssivv  vo,.,,  hfti„K  his 
hat.  We  wcTo  neiKhhors,  I  f.dicvo.  i„  the  o\,\ 
days. 

She  Kave  him  her  han.l  i„  a  fashio,,  somewhat 
mannerly.  tavorinK  him  with  a  bright,  neeliijent 
sm.le.  "Oh.  <,uite.-  she  answer.,, 'turning  aSn 
to  Joe  as  she  entered  the  gate.  "  Then  I  shall  ex- 
pect  you.''" 

"I'll  try,"  said  Joe.     "I'll  try." 

He  stumbled  away;  Respectability  and  he  to- 
gether. mterferinK  alarmingly  with  the  comfon  of 
Mr.  Fhtcroft.  who  had  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the 
pavement  to  stare  glassily  at  Ariel.  Eugene  a- 
compamed  the  latter  into  the  house,  and  '<■.  look 
ing  back,  understood:  Mamie  had  sent 'ii..  step- 
brother to  bring  Anel  in-and  to  keep  him  from 
followmg. 

"This  afternoon!"  The  thought  took  away  his 
breath,  and  he  became  paler. 

The  Pike  brougham  rolled  by  him.  and  Sam 
Warden,  from  the  box,  favored  his  old  friend  upon 
the  pavement  with  a  liberal  display  of  the  whiter 
of  his  eyes.  The  Judge,  evidently,  had  been  de- 
tamed  after  services-without  doubt  a  meeting  .f 
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the  church  officials.  Mrs.  Pike,  bhnkin^^  .n.i 
nghtcned.  sat  at  her  husband's  side,  agreeinj,^ 
feebly  with  the  ])ull-bass  which  rumbled  out  of 
the  open  windo'..v  of  the  broui^^ham:  "I  want 
orthodox  preaching  in  my  church,  and,  by  God 
madam,  I'll  have  it!  That  fellow  has  got  to  go''" 
Joe  took  olY  his  hat  and  wiped  his  brow 
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iHt    HELD    OF    BATTLE    IS    NOT 

ALWAYS    A    \aCTORY 

|AMIE.   waiting  just  inside  the  door 

,as  Anel   unci    Eugene   entered,   gave 

;tlie    visitor   a    pale    greeting,  and,    a 

moment  later,  hearing   the  wheels  of 

the    brougham  crunch  the  gravel  of 

upon  a  „.hXS  ta^,:'  ^^  ^3^"^ 

'    vv litre  d  grani   piano  tound  ^h^Hor  u         .1 
crimson  nlnch       a.v  ' '"""^  sncter  beneath 

"pon   the  plush-covere.1   piano-.,„„l    fto  m"fch 

■^r'     TIT":':  '"  '■'"■  -'^  ^''^  g'-'^"'  "■■■'h  deep 

a   ■«  Vlt  ,    "   '""'"'  ^"'°'«'  photographs  (in 

JudRePfc   M™'"  ""°"  ""^^  ™"  ^""^  -"^facing: 

i-leasc  don  t  stop  playmg.  Miss  Tabor,"  sai.I  ■, 
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v«ice    behind    her.     She    had    not   observed    that 
Eugene  had  followed  her  into  the  room. 

"Very  well,  if  you  like,"  she  answered,  looking 
up  to  smile  absently  at  him.  And  she  began  to 
play  a  rakish  little  air  which,  composed  by  some 
rattle-brain  at  a  cafe  table,  had  lately  skipped  out 
of  the  Moulin  Rouge  to  disjiort  itself  over  Paris. 
She  played  it  slowly,  in  the  minor,  with  elfish 
pathos;  while  he  leaned  upon  the  piano,  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  her  fingers,  which  bore  few  rings,  none, 
he  observed  with  an  unreasonable  pleasure,  upon 
the  thu-d  finger  of  the  left  hand. 

"It's  one  of  those  simpler  Grieg  things,  isn't 
it?"  he  said,  sighing  gently.     "I  care  for  Grieg." 

"Would  you  mind  its  being  Chaminade?"  she 
returned,  dropping  her  eyes  to  cloak  the  sin. 

"Ah  no;  I  recognize  it  now,"  replied  Eugene. 
"He  appeals  to  me  even  more  than  Grieg." 

At  this  she  glanced  quickly  up  at  him,  but  more 
quickly  down  again,  and  hastened  the  time  em- 
phatically, swinging  the  little  air  into  the  major. 

"Do  you  play  the  'Pilgrim's  Chorus'?" 

She  shook  her  head. 

"Vous  name  pas  Wagner?"  inquired  Eugene, 
leaning  toward  her. 

Oh  yes,"  she  answered,  bending  her  head  far 
over,  so  that  her  face  was  concealed  from  him, 
•xcept  the  chin,  which,  he  saw  with  a  thrill  of  in- 
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explicable  emotion,  was  trernf>li„g  sliglaly.     Th.r. 

wc^  scjme  sHKUl  whUe  nowers  upon  IK-Mua.  .^^^ 
these  shook  too 

She   st„,,pc.,|    playing  ,,„„,,j,       ^,^^^, 
tool  an,l  crossed  the  room  to  a  lar„e  n.ahoK-a  ,v 
cha,r  ui.holstere.1  ,„  red  velvet  an.l  of  hyhrid  eon- 
struct,on.  possessing  1,oth  rockers  an,l  l,.,s.     She 
had  moved  m  a  way  ,vhich  prevented  him  from 
seeing  her  face,  hut  he  was  certain  of  her  agitation 
and  strangely  glad.  wh„e  curious,  tremulous    a   : 
thoughts,  c.lged  with  prophecy,   bubbled  to  the 
surface  of  his  eonseiousn.'ss 

When  ste  turned  to  him,  he  was  surprisc-d  to 
see  t  at  she  looked  astonishingly  happ.'  a,mo« 
as  .f  she  had  been  struggling  with  joy,  instea.l  of 
pain. 

Naturally  he  could  not  understand 
"Because.-   she  explained.    "I   once  thought   I 

but  r.r  U  ^  "  '"     ''  ""'''  ""'^^  reupholstered. 
but^  I  ^should  know  It  if  I  met  in  anywhere  in  the 

;;How  very  odd!-  exclaimed  Eugene,  staring 
1  settled  here  in  pioneer  days,-  she  went  on 
tapping  the  arms  hghtly  with  her  finger-tips     "  It 
was  the  last  dance  I  went  to  in  Canaan  - 

I  fear  the  town  was  very  provincial  at  that 
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THE    CONQUEST    OF    CANAAN 

^""•■•"  ''*■  '■-•"nic.l.  haviiu;  c  .inpldclv  Inn-otlr,. 
"'•'  ""'*-''^'""  slir  nuMilinncI.  ll„.,vto,v  wishing'  (,<, 
''""  ^''^'  ^"•'•"■'•<-  "I  '••."•  von  uK.v  St, II  (i,,.!  it 
s>'.  iluMT  ,s  noi  „n,d,  hvvr  ii,at.  ..,„.  ,s  i„  sy„,- 
^•"I'v  wUh.  i„trlhvtu.,llv  Irw  ,H-..pK.  ivallv  ..f 
tlu"   world."* 

••I\-\v   pooplr.    I    suppose   vou   muvim,"   slir  said 
s..tllv.  with  a  look  that  wrnt  -Kvp  rno„i;h  int..  his 
ovcs.      tc-w  po.,,k.  who  ivallv  nnd(>rstand  one?" 

I'^UKcMir  had  sratrd  hin^srlf  on  t  hc«  sill  „t  an  open 
-""""^vdoscl.y.     '•Tlv,vhaslHvn.-iK>answm..l 
with  tin- o;host  of  a  si.udi.  "no  one." 

Sh.'  tunu-d  luM-  head  sli.i^htlv  awav  from  hi,n  ap- 
parently oeeupied  with  a  loose  thread  in  her  sleeve 
llHTe  were  no  loose  threads;  it  was  an  ol.l  habit  of 
iKM-swhuh  she  retaine.1.  -I  suppose  -  she  mur- 
tnured.  ni  a  vok-v  as  low  as  his  had  been  "th'it  a 
man  ot  your  sort  iniirht  lind  Canaan  rather  lonelv 
and  sad." 

-It   has  been!-     \Vhereu,)on   she  made   him   a 
laui,dnni,'  little  bow. 

"Vou  are  sure  you  complain  of  Canaan?" 

"Ves!-  he  exelaimed.     "  Vou  don't  know  what 
It  IS  to  live  here — " 

I  thnik  I  do.     I  lived  here  seventeen  years." 
"Oh  yes."  he  lx\c:an  to  object,  "as  a  child,  but—" 
_    "Ha^■e  you  any  recollection,"  she  interrupted 
of  the  day  before  your  brother  ran  away?     Of 
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"Is  thai  all  v'.ii  rnn.-inl,,.,.  .■• 
^^^•■Y,-s,"    |„.    ,.,.,,,j„,|,    I, .^,1^.      „^^,^^^^,^    ^^^^^^ 

■■yuit,--sl,,.s,nil,.,|,  |„,.,.v,.s|,,l|,.|„s,,|     -I--. 
Natun.llv,     sai.l   |.;„,,„„,,     •■.My,,,.,,,,,,,,,,,,,,. 

iC'u    n^'"'"''' ''■'"■ '"'"■'•^'■"''"'-^  •-■'•■'  ■ 

h.twll,,,,,,  s„n„.|iu,,  t|,in«„fDa,„|,.fs,Tv>„ 

z.^;^:;-'.. '--^  ^nw.  „„.:,:; 

tII/",,'  r"  ;'■'■"  '^.v-i^- '■>  — .1,.  .Miss 

...Khtor      to  play  a^ai,,.     V„„  |,,.,„|  ,|,at  little 
tiling  of  Clianiinade's—" 

Mamie  di.l  not  appear  to  hear  him:  sh,.  enure,! 
>.n.at  .ess  y,  an,,  there  was  no  c r  in  he.  ,  h   .fe 

rm:U'i::^i"^r'-''''''-'-ny,,utothin. 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

"Oil,  my  dear!"  Ariel  said,  with  a  jjesture  •{ 
lieprocatidii. 

"  No,"  Miss  Pike  wont  on,  all  in  one  breath,  "but 
I'm  afraid  you  will  think  it,  because  papa  knows  and 
he  wants  to  see  you." 

"What  is  it  that  he  knows?" 

"That  you  were  walkinj^'  with  Joseph  Louden!" 
(This  was  as  if  she  had  said,  "That  you  poisoned 
your  niotlier.")  "  1  didnt  tell  him,  but  when  wc 
saw  you  with  him  I  w,'.-,  troubled,  and  asked 
luigene  what  T\l  better  do,  because  luijjfenc  always 
knovs  what  is  best."  (Mr.  Hantry's  expression, 
despite  this  tribute,  was  not  ha])py.)  "And  he 
advised  me  to  tell  mamma  about  it  rind  leave  it 
in  her  hands.  But  she  always  tells  papa  every- 
thing— " 

"Certainly;  that  is  understood,"  said  Ariel,  slow- 
ly, turning  to  smile  a-  Eugene. 

"And  she  told  him  this  right  away."  Mauiie 
finished. 

"Why  shouldn't  she.  if  it  is  of  the  slightest  in- 
terest to  him?" 

The  daughter  of  the  house  exhibited  signs  of  con- 
sternation. "  He  wants  to  see  you,"  she  repeated, 
falteringly.     "  He's  in  the  library." 

Having  thus  discharged  her  errand,  she  hastened 
to  the  front-door,  which  had  been  left  open,  and  out 
to  the  steps,  e\idently  with  the  intention  of  re- 
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KuRene.   visibly  perturbed,   folloucl   her  to  thr 
doorway  of  the  room,  and  paused 

''Doyouknowtheway>-hein.iuired.  n-ith, 
note  of  solemnity. 

•'Where?"  Ariel  had  not  risen. 

"To  the  library." 

"Of  course,"  she  said,  beaming  upr.n  him  "  J 
vvas  about  to  ask  you  if  you  wouldn't  s,>c.ak  to 
he  Judge  for  me.  This  is  sueh  a  comfortable  old 
friend,  this  chair." 

"Speak   to   him    for   you.>"   repeated    the   non- 
plussed Eugene. 

She  nodded  cheerfully.     "  If  J  niay  trouble  you 
lell  him.  certainly,  I  shall  be  glad  tr,  see  him  " 

He  threw  a  piteous  glance  after  Mamie,  who  was 
now,  as  he  saw  through  the  open  door,  out  upon  the 
lawn  and  beywn  1  easy  hailing  distance.     When  he 
turned  again  to  look  at  Ariel  he  disco^■ered  that  she 
had  shifted  the  position  of  her  chair  slightly   and 
vv-as  gazing  out  of  the  window  with  e^•ery  appearance 
of  cheerful   meditation.     She  assumed  .so  unmis- 
takably that  he  had  of  eourse  gone  on  her  mission 
that   dismayed  and  his  soul  quaking,  he  could  find 
neither  an  alternative  nor  words  to  explain  to  this 
dazzlmg  lady  that  not  he  nor  any  other  could  bear 
such  a  message  to  Martin  Pike. 
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THE   CONQUEST   OF   CANAAN 

Eugene  went.  There  was  nothing,' else  to  do;  and 
he  wished  with  every  step  that  the  (hstance  to  the 
l)ortals  of  the  library  miglit  have  been  greater. 

In  whatever  guise  he  delivered  the  summons,  it 
was  f)erfectly  efficacious.  A  (1( ><  )r  slammed,  a  heavy 
and  rapid  tread  was  heard  in  the  hall,  and  Ariel, 
withf)ut  otherwise  moving,  turned  her  head  and 
offered  a  brilliant  smile  of  greeting. 

"It  was  good  of  you,"  she  said,  as  the  doorway 
filled  with  red,  imperial  wrath,  "to  wish  to  have  a 
little  chat  with  me.  I'm  anxious,  of  course,  to  go 
over  -ly  affairs  with  you,  and  last  night,  atter  my 
journey,  I  was  too  tired.  But  now  we  might  begin  ; 
not  in  detail,  of  course,  just  yet.  That  will  do  for 
later,  when  I've  learned  more  about  business." 

The  great  one  had  stopped  on  the  threshold. 

"Madam,"  he  began,  coldly,  "when  I  sav  my 
library,  I  mean  my—" 

"Oh  yes,"  she  interru[)ted,  with  amiable  weari- 
ness. "I  know.  You  mean  you  keep  all  the 
papers  and  books  of  the  estate  in  tliere,  but  I  think 
we'd  better  put  them  off  for  a  few  days  -" 

"  I'm  not  talking  aKuit  the  estate!"  he  exclaimed. 
"What  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  is  being  seen 
with  Joseph  Louden!" 

"  Yes."  she  nodded,  brightly.  "  That's  along  the 
line  we  must  take  up  first." 

"Yes.  it  is!"     He  hurled  his  bull-bass  at  her, 
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»fter  you  ;a;r',:r;\t"'r """  ^™'"'-^''™- 

you-"  "'S'"'  ''n,l,  sc-u  here,  d„„'t 

"Oh,  but  I  knew  before  tlr.t  ■■..,,       , 
had  a  correspondent  in  r„,  ^l"-' lauRhed.     ■■  I 

taken  a  great  inter"    "^rr"'  T^'  "*'^ '''''  "'«-y» 
'^^!;eon,yto,etber::;;;^:^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

hold--  "''"   "^  '"'•"■l^er  of  my  house- 

;wt'd';orr^-nrr-r-;-^-pto.da, 

f""y.  yet  with  so  mLralh     o        r-^'"''  "'""^ht. 
"on  that  he  stopped  hst.  .""""«  '"  *"'™='- 
-  word;  stopped  Witt  an  .n,"  '"  "'^  "■■■■""'-  "f 
must  arrange  to  put  the  old  ,:     '"  '""''"      "  "'' 
"  We'll  arrange  no  r         u '"  '"  ""^'''-  '^  ™ee.  " 
^:  ^.fter  a  mZT7 'f'':  T' "' '''^"''- 
gomg  to  stay  right  here  ■ '    ^  ^  '*""'     "  '^o«  '^ 

"Ah.    I   know   your   hosnitiHf,.  ■•     u 
graciously.     ■•But  of.    "osp>tal,ty,      she    bowed 

fr.    AnIaboutTro::,    Tr""'"-^*''- 
tospeak  to  you  about  him  '  '  ''""■  '  "'ant 

Ves,"  he  intervened,  hai-shlv      "s     ,     , 
-^gam  she  mysteriously  baffied  h 
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dear  old  frie;  .1  of  mine,  you  know,  and  I  have  made 
up  my  mind  that  we  V)oth  need  his  help,  you  and  I." 

"What!" 

'■  Yes,"  she  continued,  calmly,  "  in  a  business  way 
I  mean.  I  know  you  have  great  interests  in  a  hun- 
dred directions,  all  more  important  than  mine;  it 
isn't  fair  that  you  should  bear  the  whole  burden  of 
my  affairs,  and  I  think  ii  will  be  best  to  retain  Mr. 
Louden  as  my  man  of  business.  He  could  take  all 
the  cares  of  the  estate  off  your  shoulders." 

Martin  Pike  spoke  no  word,  but  he  looked  at  her 
strangely ;  and  she  watched  him  with  sudden  keen- 
ness, leaning  forv  ml  in  her  chair,  her  gaze  alert  but 
(juiet,  fixed  on  the  dilating  pupils  of  his  eyes.  He 
seemed  to  become  dizzy,  and  the  choleric  scarlet 
which  had  overspread  his  broad  face  and  big  neck 
faded  splotchily. 

Still  keeping  her  eyes  upon  him,  she  went  on: 
"  I  haven't  asked  himi  yet,  and  so  I  don't  know 
whether  or  not  he'll  consent,  but  I  think  it  possible 
that  he  may  come  to  see  me  this  afternoon,  and  if 
he  does  we  can  propose  it  to  him  together  and  go 
over  things  a  little." 

Judge  Pike  recovered  his  voice.  "  He'll  get  a 
warm  welcome,"  he  promised,  huskily,  '  "^  he  sets 
foot  on  my  premises!" 

"You  mean  you  prefer  I  shouldn't  receive  him 
licre?"     She  nodded  pleasantly.     "Then  certainly 
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"You'll  net  scr  liim  at  all'" 

must  trust  hU  ,  l,  ■  •    "  '"■^■'  '""1  s..  I 

yours  ;:;::'7''T'' '•"■■»-'-,....  ,l,a„ 

The  J ud^re  advanced  tMwanl  lu-r       •  r'        ■      . 

'"!?;■■'-'-«-"-.> I  ;,:''..,■„;:'..'''■'■'''•' 

at  tic  ™     of  ■''"'•  '■""  ■■«--' -t^l."l  and 

Thank  you,"  slu-  said,  bcamini:Iv      '•  If.       •, 
al   mv  fault  fJv.t  ,.     '  ,         ^■-        itsfjuito 

.loor  u^;         ^  '"■""  ''^'''">-  """  'l"i'k'v  t.: 

al  'not?,     ■  """''■"'■  «"""-"™«  h-  skirts.        ; 
^I'all  not  detam  you  another  .„stu„t:     And  ,f  Mr 
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I^ouden  comes,  this  afternoon.  I'll  remember.  I'll 
not  let  him  come  in,  f)f  course.  It  will  be  perhaps 
jileasanter  to  talk  over  my  pro|X)sition  as  we  walk!" 
There  was  a  very  faint,  spicy  odor  like  wild  roses 
an  '  cinnamon  left  in  the  room  where  Martin  Pike 
stoi      alone,  staring  whitely  at  the  open  doorway. 
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fHERE    was    ,,    custom    „f   Canuan 
,   .mcworn   and    seldom    honored    in' 

afternoon,   m   easy   p(,ssession   of  a 
front  gate     Th?h .  "'  c""',"^''   "'""'^"■ling   the 

thecast-i  onrs:4™V 'T  '^  ^"'"P  '"■'«-" 
covered  the  st^^s  .  ^a  :t:n  r''^' 7"""^'^ 
garden  chairs  near  bv  on  the  g,"  '^^T'  '"•^™' 
preparations   concluded    T  "^^  '""?'*•' 

fortably  upon  the  rug  '  ,ndT"' • '"""'"^  ™™- 
near  him^whiie  An^  tL^^:^''  '"'"" 
aimlessncss  about  the  laun      u  "PParent 

of  Mr.  Bantry  um  1  Mss  pi J°k°"''''  '^  ">=  ^aze 
Petulantly,  to  ioTn  them    ""^  '"^^^'^  "^''  «  "«'<^ 

■oucti„rtrher';*Tf°"v^  '^^^^""^'  -^ 

^       ner  j,ps,  nuu  and  then,  with  an  absent 
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air,  a  clover  blossom  she  had  found  in  the  longer 
grass  against  the  fcnec.  She  stopped  to  pat  the 
neck  of  one  of  the  cast-iron  deer,  and  with  grave 
eyes  proffered  the  clcnx-r-top  first  for  inspection, 
then  as  food.  There  were  those  in  the  world 
who,  seeing  her,  might  have  wondered  that  the 
deer  did  not  play  Galatea  and  come  to  life. 

"No?"  she  said,  aloud,  to  the  steadfast  head. 
"  You  won't  ?  What  a  mistake  to  be  made  of  cast- 
iron!"  She  smiled  and  nodded  to  a  clump  of  lilac- 
bushes  near  a  cedar-tree,  and  to  nothing  else  — so 
far  as  Eugene  and  Mamie  could  see, — then  walked 
thoughtfully  to  the  steps. 

"  Who  in  the  world  were  you  speaking  to  ?"  asked 
Mamie,  curiously. 

"That  deer." 

"But  you  bowed  to  some  one." 

"Oh,  that,"  Ariel  lifted  her  eyebrows,  — "that 
was  your  father.     Didn't  you  see  him?" 

"No." 

"I  believe  you  can't  from  here,  after  all,"  said 
Ariel,  slowly.  "  He  is  sitting  u])on  a  rustic  bench 
between  the  bushes  and  the  cedar-tree,  quite  near 
the  gate.  No,  you  couldn't  see  him  from  here; 
you'd  have  to  go  as  far  as  the  deer,  at  least,  and 
even  then  you  might  not  notice  him,  unless  you 
looked  for  him.  Ho  has  a  book — a  Bible,  I  think — 
but  I  don't  think  he  is  reading." 
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"  I  don't  think  he  will,  to-day."    Ariel  looked  at 
Eugene,  who  avoided  her  clear  gaze.     "  He  has  the 
air  of  having  settled  himself  to  stay  for  a  long  time 
perhaps  until  evening." 

She  had  put  on  her  hat  after  dinner,  and  Mamie 
now  mquired  if  she  would  not  prefer  to  remove  it 
offenng  to   carry   it   in-doors   for   her.   to   Ariel's 
room,  to  msure  its  safety.     "You  look  so  sort  of 
temporary,  wearing  it,"  she  urged,  "as  if  you  were 
only  here  for  a  little  while.     It's  the  loveliest  hat  I 
ever  saw,  and  so  fragile,  too,  but  I'll  take  care-" 
And   laughed,    leaned   over,    and   touched   the 
others  hand  lightly.     "It  isn't  that,  dear  " 

"  What  is  it,  then. P"     Mamie  beamed  out  into  a 
joyful  smile.     She  had  felt  sure  that  she  could  not 
understand  Ariel;  was,  indeed,  afraid  of  her-  and 
she  found  herself  astonishingly  pleased  to  be  called 
dear,     and  delighted  with   the  little   familiaritv 
of  the  hand -tap.     Her  feeling  toward  the  visito'r 
(who  was,  so  her  father  had  announced,  to  become 
a  permanent  member  of  the  household)  had  been 
until  now,  undefined.     She  had  been  on  her  guard ' 
watching  for  some  sign  of  conscious  "superiority'' 
m  this  lady  who  had  been  so  long  over-seas,  not 
knowmg  what  to  make  of  her;  though  thrown 
by  the  contents  of  her  trunks,  into  a  wistfulness 
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wlucli  \V(nil(l  liavr  lia.l  soiiict Iiiiik  oI  laplmv  in  it 
had  s1k>  luHMi  sun-  that  slu'  was  K"inK'  t<>  lik(«  Ariel. 
Sho  had  .14.. lu'  to  (hr  lattcr's  room  hclmv  cluircli, 
and  ha.l  pcivcivrd  uiicasilv  (hal  il  had  Ix-cotnc. 
oviMi  l.y  \\\c  iMorcss  of  iniparkiiij;,  the  pivtt  icsl. 
'•""ni  shr  h,;  1  cvvr  scvn.  Mr  Warden,  wile  ot 
Sam.  and  han(hiiaiden  of  the  mansion,  was  assist 
in^\  allernati>ly  faint  and  voeifen.ns  with  mar- 
velling. Mamie  feare.i  that  Ariel  mij^ht  he  a  little 
ovi-rpowiM-ini;. 

With  the  W(n-d  -dear"  (that  is.  of  eourse.  with  the 
way  it  was  spoken),  and  with  the  toueh  ni)on  the 
hand,  it  was  all  snddenly  settlc>d;  she  would  not 
understand  Ariel  always  -  that  was  elear— l)ut  they 
would  like  eaeh  other. 

"I  am  wearin.-:  "ly  hat."  answen-d  Ariel,  "be- 
cause at  any  moment  I  mav  deei.le  to  i^'o  for  a  hm^ 
walk!" 

'■  Oh,  I  liope  not ."  said  Mamie.  "  There  are  sure 
to  be  people:  a  few  4 ill  come,  even  though  I'm  an 
engage.!  girl.  I  expect  that's  just  to  console  me. 
though."  she  added,  smiling  over  this  worn  quip 
oi  the  betrothed,  and  shaking  her  head  at  Eugene, 
who  grew  red  and  anighed.  "There'll  be  plentv 
t(vday.  but  they  won't  be  here  to  see  mc.  It's  you, 
Ariel,  and  they'd  be  terribly  disappointed  if 'you 
weren't  here.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  the  wholt 
town  came;  it's  curious  enough  about  you!" 
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'"'    ^'^1-CHER   A^D   THE    V.AHDHN 

H..-k,s  i.,.a.,,,,  ,„:"'', """'■'■' ■"■«""■"■ 

'"■■^   ''•■■•'  '■'■"I-   fr..n,   II,.   I,,,,,.  '      '"•    '■•'"■ 

""•"  ■■'■"■..I  ,|i„„„,  t,|  ,,     '  ^■'■'--■■'..■.N.-itil,,, 

J-™-'!  l.y  a  ,,..,.„„  f,„„  ,„.x  '"■""■■"  '■■■"'- 

••Thars  lurr  '"■"'"■•"•'' '■"■M*u,ali.,„: 

They   uxTc   hut   tlic   ,.,■■    , 
which  the  stn.,.t  ,  -'    '•■'"«"»"!   <'S  the   lift 

from  the  wc.rk,v  r  '  n   T    '"   ""'K-ar,    returning 
tives:  young  p  ope  ""T>    '"''"■■  ''""^'^  "■''''  '''■1- 

the  Pile  Mans  :    Th!    i- .';:  Z™'"  ""■>•  ^-"^ 

'     ""-  '''''^  tannin^^  themselves 
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or  shooing  the  lots-aMcsto-walk  ahead  of  them, 
while  the  hushatids,  wearing  long  coats,  satin  ties, 
and  showing  dust  upon  their  blazing  shoes,  in- 
variably inislu'd  the  ])eratnbulators.  Most  of  these 
passers-by  exchanged  greetings  with  Mamie  and 
Eugene,  and  all  of  them  looked  hard  at  Ariel  as 
long  as  it  was  possible. 

And  now  th.e  young  men  of  the  town,  laboriously 
arranged  as  to  apparel,  began  to  appear  on  the 
street  in  small  squads,  making  tluir  Sunday  rounds; 
the  youngest  working  in  i)ha\'inxjs  of  threes  and 
fours,  those  somewhat  older  inclining  in  move  in 
l)airs;  the  eldest,  such  as  were  now  beginning  to 
be  considered  middle-aged  beaux,  or  (by  the  ex- 
tremely youthful)  "old  bachelors,"  evidently  con- 
sidere<l  it  ad\-antageous  to  travel  alone.  Of  all 
these,  there  were  few  whf)  did  not,  before  evening 
fell,  turn  in  at  th.e  gate  of  the  Pike  Mansion.  Con- 
sciously, sh>ly  or  confidently,  according  to  the 
condition  of  their  souls,  they  maile  their  way  be- 
tween the  cast-iron  deer  to  be  presented  to  the 
visitor. 

Ariel  sat  at  tlie  top  of  the  steps,  and,  looking 
amiably  over  their  heads,  talked  with  such  as 
could  get  near  her.  There  were  many  who  could 
not,  and  Mamie,  occupying  the  bencl  below,  was 
surrounded  by  the  overflow.  The  difficulty  of 
reaching   and    maintaining   a   position    near   Miss 
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labor  w.-i.s  incrciQor!  i  ,.  ,i 

'■•■^'■^^1u.■.^    ;  ^;'"''"''r;'''''''■''^■"- 
■Grid's  ;•;.:;,;';;;'  "^-  '■.^'■•""'^'-'  ^mseif ... 

''.s"L.  upon  uic  si.'Ti  iiiL't   I    1        1 

■""un,  ,..i,„vc.  hi,,,  t  ;     :;,  ;'^ " ■'-■  -"!■' 

h^T    fro„,    that    ,lm.,.,r  ■'"■  •■'''''■■'«■'• 

'"^'".igc-.,  a,„,  the  .,„,, ;  is  .,•;';:'" ;:  '.'^' 

them  to  .hateh  r   ,,    '  ""'"  '-■  "'^"™  ^- 

p"shc,n,  .a;,:  ^::  ;;;^-;;^  ;;-Y-on-. 

long  wav  tr,  lean    and  fh.  /.   '^^'™' ^^  ^^'^''^  ^vas  a 

were  sore  thaf   n'    1      r  '''^  ^^"'^  shoulders 

sore   that   ni-ht   because  of  what   h-irl   hn 
surreptit  ouslv  d,.n."  to  f  1.        i  '^  "'^^   had   been 

and  knees.  '"'  '*-'  '■^•^•^""^^'-'^"1  elbows 

Norbert,   not  ordinarily  talkative    h.  1        .,  • 
to  say;  he  seem-  to  find  s    ^    \  "'"'^'"^^ 

close  vantage  .       asten'^  t  '  '"''  ^'^^"^  '''' 

ably   upon   An-el-s   "o";    T"^'^  ^"'^  ^""^^'- 

,rohIe.      Eugene,    also    appar- 
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ently  .ioU'nnitkd  not  to  move,  sat  throughout  the 
afternoon  at  her  Iclt.  t)m,  as  hu  was  thin,  (jthers. 
who  canio  and  went,  were  able  to  ai)i)roach  upon 
that  si(K>  and   hold  speeeh  with  hc-i-. 

vShe  was  a  stranj^^er  to  these  yoiinj,'  people,  most 
of  whom  Iiad  thrown  uj)  together  in  a  niekname  in- 
timaev.      Vvw  of  them  had  more  than  a  very  im- 
perfeet  reeolleetion  of  lier  as  she  was  before  Roger 
Tailor  and  she  liad  departed  out  of  Canaan.     She 
had   hved    her  girlliood   only   ujion    their   border- 
land, with  no  intimates  save  her  grandfather  and 
Joe;  and  she  re    irned  to  lier  native  town  "a  revela- 
tion an.l  a  dream,"  as  young  Mr.   Bradbury  told 
his  incredul(nis  grandmother  that  night. 
^  The  eonversation  of  the  gallants  eonsisted,  for 
the  greater  part,  of  witticisms  at  one  another's  ex- 
pense, whieh.  though  evoked  for  Ariel's  benefit  (all 
eyes  furtively  reverting  to  her  as  each  shaft  was 
k)oseil),  she  found  more  or  less  enigmatical.     The 
young  men,  howe\'er,  laughed  at  each  other  loudly, 
and  seemed  content  if  now  and  then  she  smiled.' 
"You  must  be  friglitfully  cnniiicd  with  all  this," 
Eugene  said  to  her.     "  You  see  how  provincial  we 
still  are." 

She  did  not  answer ;  she  had  not  heard  him.  The 
shadows  were  stretching  tliemselvcs  over  the  grass, 
long  and  attenuated ;  the  sunlight  upon  the  trees 
and  houses  was  like  a  thin,  rosy  pigment;  black- 
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nt"Kt.,,,uivx.rmtlK-,„r.     SI,,-'      ,  ':.'"'■'" 

the.  pu.ieMram,ur;..„u  1  ,,:;;7  '''•'■'• 
"ver  an,l  ad.lrcssc,!  Mr.  nra,||,urv  !:  •'"'';■ '"""■' 
other  centring  >,,„m  Miss  [.jk,.  ,,  „.    ,  ,  "  '  '■'"= 

a  ~con.r.a._,^r;t:::;- :-::-- 

Oh.  nothing  particular,"  was  his  oml  -  . 
rpniv      "/        ^  '^  <^fn(;arrasscf 

louden   ,      the  /aee   „f  Canaan    that   .L'        " 

-n::;L'Cr':'^''^-''^-^''-'--'^'". 

There  was  a  general  exclamation,  followed  bv 
an  uncomfortable  moment  or  two  of  ,i,  .„  /  ti 
one  present  was  unaware  of  that  noon  walkthough 
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there  was  prevalent  a  ploasinj?  notion  that  it  would 

not  happen  again,  founded  on  the  idea  that  Ariel 

having   only   arrived    the   previous  evening    had 

probably  met  Joe  on  the  street  by  aecident    an-l 

remembering  him  as  a  playmate  of  her  childhood 

and  unmformed  as  to  his  reputation,  had,  naturally 

enough,  permitted  him  to  walk  home  with  her 

Mr.  Flitcroft  broke  the  silence,  rushing  into  words 

with  a  derisive  laugh:    "Yes,  he's  'talked  of  for 

Mayor— by  the  saloon  people  and  the  niggers!     I 

expect  the  Beaver  Beach  crowd  would  be  for  him, 

and  if  tramps  could  vote  he  might—" 

"What  is  Beaver  Beach?"  asked  Ariel,  -ot  turn- 
mg. 

"What  is  Beaver  Beach?"  he  repeateo,  and  cast 
his  eyes  to  the  sky,  shaking  his  head  awesomely 
"It's  a  Place,"  he  said,  with  abysmal  solemnity, 
—"a  Place  I  shouldn't  have  mentioned  in  your 
presence,  Miss  Tabor." 

"What  has  it  to  do  with  Mr.  Louden?" 
The  predestined  Norbert  conceived  the  present 
to  be  a  heaven-sent  opportunity  to  enlighten  her 
concerning  Joe's  character,  since  the  Pikes  ap- 
peared to  have  been  derelict  in  the  performance  of 
this  kindness. 

"He  gres  there!"  he  proceeded  heavily  "He 
lived  there  for  a  while  when  he  first  came  back 
from   running  away,   and   he's  a  fr"  nd   of  Mike 
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Shechan's  th;it 


nins  it:  lie's  a  frienrl  of  ,-,11  the  riff- 


raff that  hang  around  there. 

How  do  you  know  he  goes  there 


'Why,  it 


■' "''^ '" 'he  paiKT  th,-  lay  after  he  came 
.xtugene ?"'"'™'^"  '"'  ~-*-'-"-  " ^^•-n•t 
"Mo,  no!"  she  persisted.  "Newspapers  are 
somefmes  m.staken,  aren't  they'"  Laughin,  a 
httle  she  swept  across  the  bulhous  face  heside  l,er 
a  sw,ft  rc^.ard  that  was  like  a  seareh-light.  "II.  u 
<lo  you  hum:  Mr.   Flitcroft,"  she  went  on   verv 

that  Mr.  Louden  .s  fa.ailiar  with  this  place"'  The 
newspapcTS  may  have  been  falsely  infomu,l  v,m 
must  adm,t  that.>  Then  how  do  you  ,.,1," 
Have^  you  ever  ,„<•/  any  one  who  has  seen  him 

"I've  seen  him  there  myself!"  The  wr.rds 
skipped  out  of  Korberfs  mouth  like  so  many  U 
devls  the  instant  he  opened  it.  She  had  sp  k  „ 
so  qu.ek,y  and  with  such  vehemence,  looking  ht 
ull  m  the  eye,  that  he  had  forgotten  evervthfng  in 
the  world  e.xeept  making  the  point  to  wdiich  i,er 
msistenee  had  led  him. 

Mamie  looked  horrified;  there  Mas  a  sound  of 

smothered  laughter,  and  Norbert.  over^vhe  n  «   by 

the  .reaehen.-  of  his  own  mouth,  sat  gasping.         '^ 

It  can  t  be  sue  .  a  terrifi,.  p!,,e,  then,  after  ail." 
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« 


said  Ariel.  K'fntly.  and  turning  to  Eugene,  "Have 
you  ever  been  there.  Mr.  Hantry?"  sho  asked. 

H^  ehanged  color,  hut  answered  with  enough 
glihness;  "Xo." 

Several  of  the  young  men  rose;  the  wretched 
Flitcroft,  however,  evading  Mamie's  eye— -in  which 
there  was  a  distinct  hint,  -sat  where  he  was  until 
all  of  them,  except  Eugene,  iiad  taken  a  reluctant 
departure,  one  group  after  another,  leaving  in  the 
order  of  their  Tirrival. 

The  rosy  pigment  which  had  colored  the  trees 
faded;  the  gold-dust  of  tiie  western  distance  danced 
itself  pale  and  departed;  dusk  stalked  into  the 
town  from  the  east;  and  still  the  watcher  upon  tne 
steps  and  the  warden  (.f  the  gate  (he  of  the  lilac- 
bushes  and  the  Bil)le)  held  their  places  and  waited 

—waited,  alas!  in  vain \h!  Joe,  is  this  the 

mettle  of  your  daring  ?  Did  you  not  say  you  would 
"try"?  Was  your  courage  so  frail  a  vessel  that 
it  could  not  carry  you  even  to  the  gate  yonder? 
Surely  you  knew  that  if  you  had  striven  so  far. 
there  you  would  have  been  met!  Perhaps  you 
forcsiiw  that  not  one,  but  two.  would  meet  yo«i  at 
the  gate,  both  the  warden  and  the  watcher.  What 
of  that?  What  of  that,  O  faint  heart?  Wliat 
was  there  to  fear?  Listen!  The  gate  clicks.  Ah, 
have  you  come  at  last? 

Ariel  started  to  her  feet,   but   the  bent  figure, 

198 


THE   WATCHER 


AND  THE   WARDE 


fallKT,  ans^vrc,    n,       .    n,       '  ""'''"'  '"  *'■  ''"• 

'■'Tt":i::;^^r'::tc 

'^'It'  il      (own      to      Ill'r^  I  •^     h''^''- 

"We'll  sit  here  on     1    I        ^ 'T   ^""^^   '^^'^   ^^^-'' 
\r.m;    .  V  •  ''*'"''''•  shan't  wc->" 

^lamie  had  risen,  anrl  skirfin.r  v     i'. 

touched   Eugene    upon     he     h3  I  '  ,     "''■'■^'• 

up  the  stens       H  ,  shouhier   as   she  went 

i    »-  '«-  sitps.     He  understof Hi  that  he  w-.<  <     <•  i 

l*tvv«n  tl,c  ell.   t„.,n  .  „;       ,     ,'  'r'^-  """ 
'Ic-'solatbn  this  afternoon   an'    th  "'''""■'■"" 

l'isK«,l  name,  so  l.uj  ^he  l,         '"'"'  ^■^"""'■'■- 
♦      1    »  "s '"  trie  plantin"-  qopnroA.ii 

tended,  was  now  a  dreary  waste'  vc^t        ''''"^"">' 
plated  this  n.,t  so  much    ..  '  ''""^''"'- 

splendid  isolation.  F  .'^  5  'tV^T"^^  "^^""^  ''' 
house,  forgotten  bv  the  ^ito  wh  "'''  "'  ^'^^ 
with  Mr   \rn.v'.=  ;  ,''"^^'^'  ''hose  conversation 

-Mnot'Trtrrt;r;:t';;r:i''"v'r'''^- 

-eakingly  loath  to  UU^^i^lr^'f  '"''''■ 
-mprehcnd  that  his  hour  had^lk     Vr      '""  ,'" 

r;!::t:^;:-----'.-™^^^^ 

■■  W    „  i:r:"  ""=  ?"™'  ™»<  «  Anel-s  feet. 
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to  her  startled  exclamation;  but,  lik'c  a  great  soul, 
ignoring  the  accident  of  his  position  as  well  as  the 
j)resence  of  Mr.  Arp,  he  immcdiat(dy  proceederl: 
"  Will  you  go  riding  with  me  to-morrow  afternoon  ?" 

"Aren't  you  very  good-natured,  Mr.  Flitcroft?" 
she  asked,  with  an  odd  intonation. 

"  I'm  imposed  on,  often  enough,"  he  replied,  rub- 
bing his  leg.  "by  people  who  think  I  am  !     Why?" 

"  It  is  only  that  your  sitting  so  abruptly  upon 
the  ground  reminded  me  of  something  that  hap- 
pened long  ago,  before  I  left  Canaan,  the  last  time 
I  met  ^  ou." 

"  I  don't  think  I  knew  you  before  you  went 
away.  You  haven't  said  if  you'll  go  riding  with 
me  to-morrow.     Please — " 

"Get  up,"  interrupted  Mr.  Arp,  acidly.  "Some- 
body '11  fall  over  y(ju  if  you  stay  there." 

Such  a  catastrophe  in  truth  loomed  imminent. 
Judge  Pike  was  rapidly  approaching  on  his  way  to 
the  house,  Bible  in  hand— far  better  in  hand  than 
was  his  temper,  for  it  is  an  enraging  thing  to 
wait  five  hours  in  ambush  for  a  man  who  does  not 
come.  In  the  darkness  a  desecration  occurred, 
and  Norbert  perfected  to  the  last  detail  whatever 
had  been  left  incomplete  of  his  own  destruction. 
He  began  lumberingly  to  rise,  talking  at  the  same- 
lime,  urging  upon  Ariel  the  charms  of  the  road- 
side; wild   flowers  were  in   blossom,   he  said,   re- 
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counting  the   benefits     .        ..  .^r     , 

ac-ccptance   of   hfs    invifnt,"/'^  I         ''   ^'^'^"^'^'^ 

•^usilv,  risen  to  hs  k  '   '"^^    ^^'^^''"^^-    ^i-us 

-  was  pas!;^';  Hi^^'^T/^^ 

Flitcroft.  absorbed  in  'ruTn  ^^'''  '''"^'^  ""^"   -^^r. 

been   betrayed    bv    the         P"''""'*  "^''^>' '^-•^' 
^>-  I    in    tnc   darkness    to   miV-f  t       ^ 

Eugene.     Roachin^r  ,„,t  lor        "'   '"   ™>>'"'^«   f"r 

^■ally  soiled  upnn  the   ki  u  nf"'  ""^  ""■'^••'"'■ 
to  the  uses  „    ,  ;  "'^'"\"f --i  coat,  which  he  put 

-itl.  sueh  no    e  we    ,  ;  "T'"*"  ""^  "•'"'i-er-h and 
himself  to  his  L'     '  i V   ,"  "'"^^""'  l^''  "-"Rlu 

«-un.sin„uta:::;:,.'''v;rHt;  ;';:.?'""-'-■ 

'"nished,  wont  down  with     ,,    '  '™''-^  ■'"^- 

ragoous  in  venom  tha       V      '*J."''«"^'""  ■•"'  o"t- 

:^^L^"ttr^^^ 

'Hxarse  and  horror-strieken  4s Toff '  '' '"  ''"'^'' 

-•^ht  breeze  by  this  aecur";  .IZT^'J  ^"  ''^ 
upon  his  ruin,  had  earlv  in  the  .hT-  "^  'T'  "^^"^ 
of  Ariel,  in  good  trnth'         /         ■  '       ''"  ^^'t  -"^^^^t 

.  .  ^'^"  ^  ^'^^'P  you  brush  off.  J;,dge  ■'"  nsV.H  P  i 
nsing  painfully  '^   "    ^'^^"^  Eskew, 

;:»-"S.rt;.:;;:s;:'™;-»- 

i'^skewMvas  nr.w  xv.r-,.  f        i         .  'tiiow    (tor 

u-hieh'had Z    :  r  ,™  ,  Y   ''"   '""'«""y 

■2  P^.t  ujx^n  him:  whatever  the  case 
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he  went  his  way  in-doors,  leaving  the  cynic's  offer 
unacknowledged.  Eskew  sank  back  upon  the 
bench,  with  the  little  rusty  sounds,  suggestions  of 
creaks  and  sighs,  which  accom])any  the  movement 
of  antiques.  "  I've  always  thought,"  he  said,  "  that 
the  Judge  had  spells  when  he  was  hard  of  hearing." 

Oblongs  of  light  al:)ruptly  dropped  from  the 
windows  confronting  them,  one,  falling  across  the 
bench,  a])p  ,)riately  touching  v^h  lemon  the 
acrid,  withered  face  and  trembling  hands  of  the 
veteran.  "You  are  younger  than  you  were  nine 
years  ago,  Mr,  Arp,"  said  Ariel,  gayly.  "  I  caught 
a  glimpse  of  y(ju  upon  the  street,  to-day,  and  I 
thought  so  then.     Xow  I  see  that  I  was  right." 

"  Me — younger!"  he  groaned.  "  X(^,  ma'am!  I'm 
mighty  near  through  with  this  fool  world — and  I'd 
be  glad  of  it,  if  I  didn't  e.\pect  that  if  there  is  an- 
other one  afterwards,  it  would  be  jest  as  ornery!" 

She  laughed,  leaning  forward,  resting  her  elbows 
on  her  knee,  and  her  chin  in  her  hand,  so  that  the 
shadow  of  her  hat  shielded  her  eyes  from  the  light. 
"  I  thought  you  looked  surprised  when  you  saw 
me  to-day." 

"  I  reckon  I  did!"  he  exclaimed.  "  Who  wouldn't 
of  been  ?" 

"Why?" 

"Whv?"  lie  rei)eated,  confounded  by  her  sini- 
plicity.      "Wliv?" 
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'Hiat'suhat  [Vn  anxious 


'"^es,"  she  laughed, 
to  know." 

"But  why  sh.>iil,|    tl,ey>" 

•■Good  I.or,l  A'miKlny!"  h,.  broke  out      "  \-   ■, 
you  got  any  lookin'-^^asscs  >"  "  ' 

to  turn  ou  p : " :";;; ;  ;^'™'"'  >,- "-.  ,.„,„. 

no  curtsevs  to   „    "     f    ^  ]T  ''""  '  ™"'  '°  •■'™P 

-ponso  to  t,,;;-.o>/:;,rL:;:.rn:^  T;-;i„t 

people  are  let  in!     But  vet  I    H       .     '       ,    ^''""'^ 

o^-o^  q.r -^ "— "- 't;: 

always  :.„,'°:it  VlilTh '"  ?'■'■     '''^"'""' 
sho..  what'  huJan  nature '^  '  ^"""^'    '°°-""'>- 
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all  that,  folks  were  stariti"  al  l.i  dav.  It  v>as  vuur 
walkin'  witli  J^e  T.oudcn  that  really  finished  'em, 
and  I  can  say  it  u]«et  ine  more  ll'an  anything;  I've 
st'en  for  a  good  many  years." 

"Upset  y(m,  Mr.  Arp'"  sla-  cried.  "I  don't 
(juite  see." 

The  old  man  shook  his  liead  deploringlv.  "  After 
what  I'u    vritten  you  about  that  boy — " 

"Ah,"  she  said,  softly,  touching  his  sleeve  with 
her  fingers,  "I  haven't  thanked  you  for  that." 

"You  needn't."  he  returned,  sharply.  "It  v/as 
a  pleasure.  Do  ^•'  u  rememlier  how  easv  and 
quick  I  promised  you?" 

"I  remember  that  you  were  very  kind." 

"Kind!"  He  gave  forth  an  acid  and  clnlling 
laugh.  "  It  was  about  two  months  after  Louden 
ran  away,  and  before  you  and  Roger  left  Canaan, 
and  you  asked  me  to  promise  to  write  to  you  when- 
ever word  of  that  outcast  came — " 

"I  didn't  put  it  so,  Mr.  Arp." 

"Xo,  but  you'd  ought  of!  You  asked  me  to 
write  you  whatever  news  of  him  sliould  come,  and 
if  he  came  back  to  tell  you  how  and  when  and  all 
ab.out  it.  And  I  did  it.  and  kept  j-ou  sharp  on  his 
record  ever  since  he  landerl  here  again.  Do  vcui 
know  why  I've  done  it?  Do  y  )u  know  why  I 
promised  so  quick  and  easy  I  livuld  do  it  ?" 

"Out  of  the  kindness  of  your  heart,  i  think." 
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gocjd  word  of  him." 

"You've   written   of  the   treatment    he   has   re 

ceu-ed  here.-  she  began,  -and  I've  been   aCr 
see  what  he  has  borne--and  bears'"  " 

But  have  I  written  one  word  to  show  that  he 
-In  t  deserve  n  a]].>     Haven't  I  told  vou  everv 
tiling,  of  his  associates,  his-^"  • 

"Indeed  vou  have'" 

iell  me.     she  snirl    "W  ,. 
,..1.  '      '^  >'^^"  ^^■^^I'e  d  sapDointed 

f"  ''';;'  saw  me  with  him."  PF>mtcd 

"Yes."  he  snapped.     "I  was»" 

face'  '  y"''' "•     I""  ''^  consternation  in  your 
tacc;     \ou  approved,  didn't  you?" 

^^^.  >ou  du:     ,  know  ,t  bothers  you  to  have 
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me  rear!  you  between  the  lines,  but  lor  this  onec 
you  must  let  me.     You  are  so  consistent  that  you 
arc  never  disappointed  when  things  turn  out  badly, 
or  people  are  wicked  or  foolish,  are  you?" 
"No.  certainly  not.     I  expect  it." 
And    you    were   disappointed   in    me   to  -  day. 
Therefore,  it  must  be  that  I  was  doing  something 
you  knew  was  right  and  good.     You  see?"     She 
leaned  a  little  closer  to  him.  smiling  angelically. 
"Ah,  Mr.  Arp,"  she  cried,  "I  know  your  secret: 
you  admire  me!" 

He  rose,  confused  and  incoherent,  as  full  of  de- 
nial as  a  detected  pickpocket.  "I  don't/  Me  ad- 
mirc  ?  What  f  It 's  an  ornery  world. ' '  he  protested. 
"I  don't  admire  any  human  that  ever  lived!" 

"  Yes.  you  do, "  she  persisted  "  I've  just  proved 
It!  But  that  is  the  least  of  your  secret;  the  great 
thing  is  this:  you  admire  Mr.  Louden !" 

"I  never  heard  such  nonsense,"  he  continued  to 
protest,  at  the  same  time  moving  down  the  walk 
toward  the  gate,  leaning  heavily  on  his  stick 
"Nothin-  of  the  kin.l.  There  ain't  any  logic  to 
that  kind  of  an  argument,  nor  no  reason!" 
^  "You  see,  I  understand  you,"  she  called  after 
him.  "I'm  sorry  you  go  away  in  the  bitterness 
of  being  found  out." 

"Found  out!"     His  stick  ceased  for  a  moment 
to  tap  the  cement.     "Pooh!"  he  ejaculated,  un- 
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■n  .he  „ac.„hou«,u;'"i;n;,,..:r;;';  ;,,-•'■  ^r; 

t..^  ^:n;;'  '■  rirr  ""'^"  --^^^  ^'^-  ^' 

I  shall  not."  ■  ^"^-     J^'rhaps 

"Ha.  I  thought  so!    Goo,l-night  " 
Oood -night,  Mr.  Arp." 

-ated  in  the  familiar  cha.r  fo„  ,  :  :,t"'"' 
and  tender  eyes  the  figure  ot  F  .^  "'\^''Pr>y 
pacing  up  and  d„u„  tf,"  room  Th  \'  "" 
'kadly  quiet:  Ariel  eould  h  ""ik-    o™  'T^"? 

:^p^>^nc^nt-:~^ 

^ara«.,thepeaee„Jt,;;n,;r:;-^ 
a     parlor  organ."  which  honked   and  w-dl^l     1 
P.OUS   agonies    (the    intent,..n    was    h™4l 
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it  and  the  plouj^fluNl  fon-hoad  of  Iut.  above  tlic 
nose-glasses,  when  the  "graee-notes"  were  proudly 
given  birth.  "Reseue  the  Perishing"  was  the 
startlingly  api)ropriate  seleetion.  rendered  with 
inconceivable  lingering  upon  each  syllable:  "Roos- 
eyoo  the  Poor-oosh-of)ng!"  At  unexjjected  in- 
tervals two  male  voices,  evidently  belonging  to 
men  who  had  contracted  the  habit  of  holding  tin  in 
their  mouths,  joined  the  larly  in  a  thorough  search 
for  the  Lost  Chord. 

That  was  the  last  of  silence  in  Canaan  for  an 
hour  or  so.  The  organ  was  merely  inaugural: 
across  the  street  a  piano  sounded ;  firm,  emphatic, 
deterniined,  vocal  competition  with  the  instrument 
here  also;  " Rock  of  Ages"  the  incentive.  Another 
piano  presently  followed  suit,  in  a  neighboring 
house:  "  Precious  Jewels."  More  distant,  a  second 
organ  was  heard ;  other  pianos,  other  organs,  took 
up  other  themes;  and  as  a  n-akeful  puppy's  bark- 
ing w.'ll  go  over  a  village  at  night,  stirring  first  the 
nearer  dogs  to  give  voice,  these  in  turn  stimulat- 
ing those  farther  aw^iy  to  join,  one  passing  the 
e.Kcitement  on  to  another,  until  hounds  in  farm- 
yards far  beyond  the  town  contribute  to  the  long- 
distance conversation,  even  so  did  "Rescue  the 
Perishing"  enliven  the  greater  part  ot  Canaan. 

It  was  this  that  made  Ariel  realize  a  thing  of 
which  hitherto  she  had  not  been  able  to  convince 
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h'Tsdf.  that  she  „as  actunllv  ,,„„.  ,„„rc.  i„  ,1,. 

name  of  the  girl  who  ha,l  sharcvl  the  tou    ■       ■■ 
:n>proval  with  J,„  Loudo,,!     ■■  R.,™  .  .      T 

-"rrre.:ref;tr2-r;::t;T 

"■a;^  saying  Roocl-„ight  to  .Mami^         '  "" 

And  please  say  ■<„,  rn,o,v  ,„  ,,;„  -.  ,       , 

™e,"headded,peer.ng„utundr     :h^^^j7"[ 
.Ion  t  know  where  she  can  have  gone."  ' 

"Don't  forget  to  tell  her  ■„„  re-coir'" 
I  won't,  dear.     Good-night  " 

"Goal-night."     Shelifte,!  herfaeeand  he  kisse.I 
her  perfunctorily.     Then  he  came  down  the  ste 
and  «nt  slowly  toward  the  gate,  lookin,    atu 

:eAt:'tifo"^':zr™'^^^'^"'°'«-*-'^- 

She  skmmed  noiselessly  across  the  lawn  and 
paused  at  the  side  o,  the  house,  leaning  aXt 
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the  veraiKJa.  wIkto.  on  a  ni^'ht  long  past,  a  hoy 
had  hid  and  a  girl  had  uvpt.  A  small  creaking 
scmnd  fell  upon  Iht  car.  and  she  made  out  an  un- 
gainly figure  approaching,  wheeling  something  of 
curious  shape. 

'■  Is  that  you,  Sam?"  she  said. 
Mr.  Warden  stopped,  close  by.  "Yes'm."  he 
repli(>d.  "  I'm  a-gittin'  out  de  hose  to  lay  de  dus" 
-onnah."  He  stretched  an  arm  along  the  cross- 
bar of  the  reel,  relaxing  himself,  apparently,  for 
conversation.  "Vail  done  change  consid'able. 
Miss  Airil,"  he  continued,  with  the  d'rectness  of  one 
sure  of  privilege 

"  Vou  think  so.  Sam?" 

"Yes'm.     Ev'ybody  think  so,   /  reckon.     Be'n 
a  tai'ble  lot  o'  talkum  'bout  you  to-day.     Dun'no' 
how  all  dem  oth'  young  ladies  goin'  take  it!"     He 
laughed  with  immoderate  delight,  yet.  as  to  the 
V(jlume  of  mere  sound,  discreetly,  with  an  eye  to 
open  windows.     "  Wm  got  'en:  all  beat.  Miss  Airil! 
Dey  ain'  be'n  no  one  'roun'  dis  town  evah  got  in  a 
thousum  mile  o'  you!     Fer  looks,  an'  de  way  vou 
walk  an"  ca'y  yo'self ;  an"  as  fer  de  clo'es— name  o' 
de  good  Ian',  honey,  dey  ain'  nevah  see  style  befo'! 
My  ole  woman  say  you  got  mo'  fi.xin's  in  a  minute 
dan  de  whole  res'  of  'em  got  in  a  yeah.     She  sav 
when  she  helpin'  you  onpack  she  must  'a'  see  mo'n 
a  hunerd   paihs  o'  slippahs  alone!     An'  de  good 
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^     ^  an   up  (Ic  alley  n.mp  n"  'ah  [(„•  r  ,  .,  i 
same  you  s  a  hoy!"  '^'U"^  I^nudci. 

"  Do  you  ever  nee  \rr    r        i 
asked.  ''''^•^^'^•^"'"^^^•n.  nowadays?-  she 

His  laugh  was  repeated  with  the  .-.n.      r 
vio  ence      "  Mn'  l  1        u-  ''"^^  'lisereet 

"^^-        Am    I  seen  him  dis  ve'v  .l-.v-    f 

"N^o'm,   I  ain'  yrr  him  ••     c      .    ■ 
ished  and  his  lowll   ".e e  h^^^^ 

What  did  you  hcar>" 

'■"-   ansuercfl     (rr')\-t>U'    «<      ■    . 

Beaver  Beach,  do  you  mean '■• 
dat  Iry"'     ""''  ''■"  ^"""^  »"°"""'  «-"■  -n  out 

She  sprang  fonvard  and  caught  -,f  ?„■. 
nut  speaking.  ^        '  '"^  '"™  "  'tli- 

"Joc  Louden  all  ri?ht  "  h„  ..  •  i 
■■Ain'nu(T„m  h  ^""''    ■■eassuringly. 

"ut  "ClZ^TT  '™J     •'''■«"  "^  '  ".n  n'ek 
'ome  in  a  hurry  '  '^""  "'"'  '"  •^"^''  '-""«'™  '" 
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WHITE    ROSES    I\    A    LAW-OFFICE 

S  ui>(>n  a  world  canoiiicd  with  storm, 
hunj^  with  mourning,'  purf)lo  and  hab- 
ited  \n  black,  did  Mr.   Flitcroft  turn 
his    morning'    face    at    eight    ocIcK-k 
'antemeridian    Monday,    as    he    hied 
himself  to  his  daily  duty  at  the  Washington  Xa- 
tional  Bank.     Yet  more  than  the  merelv  funereal 
gloomed  out  from  the  liillocky  area  of  his  counte- 
nance.    \Va3  there  nr.t,  i'faith.  a  glow,  a  Vesuvian 
shimmer,  beneath  the  murk  of  that  darkling  eye.' 
Was  here  one,  think  >ou,  to  turn  the  other  check .' 
Little  has  he  learned  of  Norbert  Flitcroft  who  con- 
ceives that  this  fiery  spirit  was  easily  to  be  quench- 
ed!    Look  upon  the  jowl  of  him.  and  let  him  whr. 
dares  maintain  that  people— even  the  very  Pike? 
themselves-werc  to  grind  beneath  their  brougham 
wheels  a  prostrate  Norbert  and  ride  on  scatheless' 
In  this  his  own  metaphor  is  neurlv  touched:  "I 
guess  not!     They  don't  run  over  me/    Martin  Pike 
better  look  out  how  he  tries  it!" 
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^lr!'t:  ^:t:  ^ ■■  ^•""'>-  '-^»-  '^"' 

'•  ^'^'^  f'"-  'HT  unj^uu'Mt  our  out!  iKTf..,.f  ; 

'''-•.-a..rlu,ntin,ti  r;r™'>;--^- 

"K■T„l,^„,(v  ,.f  last,,,-,,,,,  „,       '■     "'"'■  ""■  <■'■' 

"ill  Hi,,,;, lie  i,.„.:,„i   „    ",     ""■•'"■"1  •\n',  >vl... 

-"  a.:„i...  .t■:,:^r;7■■''''i  "■"•■'- ■-.In 

^".in.st,.,™,  I,,  ,,r^;  :7.'■';™l-*.llI-■ 
'an -ot  course  ynu  ran  Whv  no,  ^  v  ^  "" 
%'ht  another  Wav!                                       ^  ""^  '"^'"  ^" 

A  hank  clerk  sometimes  hus  opportunities 

The  stnckcn  fat  r^ne  eouM  n,,         , 
it  came  about  th-.t  Ik",-  ^'"^lerstand  how 

'onfession    th-  t    he    h    ,  '"'  ''"  ^^'-^"'"'"-^ 

Whenhe.ri         .      ,        ,      '"'''''^     ^'''''''    ^^^^ch. 

the  St  ^in    bl^n::'7  ^'" '^"^^^^^ 
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position  acute.  Was  he,  like  Joe  Louden,  to  endure 
the  ban  of  Canaan,  and  like  him  stand  excom- 
municate beyond  the  pale  because  of  Martin  Pike's 
displeasure?  For  Norbert  saw  with  perfect  clear- 
ness to-day  what  the  Judge  had  done  for  Joe. 
Now  that  he  stood  in  danger  of  a  fate  identical, 
this  came  home  to  him.  How  many  others,  he 
wondered,  would  do  as  Mamie  had  done  and  write 
notes  such  as  he  had  received  by  the  hand  of  vSam 
Warden,  late  last  night.? 

"  De.\r  Sir."  (This  from  Mamie,  who,  in  the  Canaanit- 
ish  way,  had  been  wont  to  address  him  as  "Norb"!)  — 
■'My  father  wishes  me  to  state  that  after  your  remark- 
yesterday  afternoon  on  the  steps  which  was  overheard  by 
my  mother  who  happened  to  be  standing  m  the  hall  behind 
you  and  your  hchavijr  to  himself  later  on— he  considers 
it  impossible  to  allow  you  to  call  any  more  or  to  speak  to 
any  member  of  his  household. 

"  Yours  respectfully, 

"Mamie  Pike." 

Erasures  and  restorations  bore  witness  to  a  con- 
siderable doubt  in  Mamie's  mind  concernmg  "  Yours 
respectfully,"  but  she  had  finally  let  it  stand,  evi- 
dently convinced  that  the  plain  signature,  without 
preface,  savored  of  an  intimacy  denied  by  the  con- 
text. 

"'Dear  sir'!"  repeated  Xorbert,  between  set 
teeth.  " '  !w possible  to  allow  yon  to  call  any  more ' !" 
These  and  other  terms  of  his  dismissal  recurred  to  ■ 
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hm  during  the  mornin?    »nH  „ 
looked  up  from  his  dcst  t  ,  ""  ""''  ""™  he 

of  those  horrid  ph;*; ';';'"  T'"'  '"  '"'■  '"- 
Gas,l,sk glaring thir^utirr  ""' '"  ""^ ^'^«-'- 
not  even  when  it  fe  i  ullf  "'"•'"  ^"""-»  ■"  't. 
"ng  among  the  sagcs^^t  f"™  ^^^'''''^ther.  sit- 

the  big  window  at  N„  be  ",T  "''"-"""  '"'"' 
Colonel  Fliteroft  was    '„     '' '  ""•™-      However, 

of  his  deseendant  lei,  :    tTT"  "^  '"^  ^-'^ 

"ent  by,  a  few  roeruit,    btt  f  '  '■"'  """  """ 

'he  two  Tabors  had^ne  and  n'  T"  "'^^'""- 
could  no  longer  lav  cWm  ;  ^^  ''"  ^"'  '^'■"ey 
had  laid  it  down  w  th  a  h™ ,  °  '\'  P^'n-chship;  he 
Eskew  himself  was  now  ten  """  '""'  "'^  ™v. 
f^he,.,  the  Colon  ,  and  So  b  °'  ""  ~"^">' 
,"™  cbsely.  with  P  te  tad^ '^-''•••'-^- P-sing 
behind.  Bradbury  no  great  time 

wn!i:LteTo;:j:'.r^^--- 

'he  genial  weather  out  d  "''•  '^"'  "'"rted 

™«om  was.  tiited  back     :"■  b""' '"  '""'■  -™'"er 
<'-vesternw.a,,„f;htb;;:ir;'^^'"'''-^-'<^"f 

■■^nd  who  eouM  of  dreamed  "'  \rr  n     ,u 
-^■'ng.  with  a  side-g,an.e"  „,    '     '^'■'•""""■y  "•••» 
.1  '-^'"tancyat  Eskew 
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"that  Jonas  Tabor  would  ever  turn  out  to  have  a 
niece  like  that!" 

Mr.  Arp  ceased  to  fan  himself  with  his  wide  straw 
hat  and  said  grimly : 

"I  don't  see  as  Jonas  has  'turned  out' — not  in 
particular!  If  he's  turned  at  all,  lately,  I  reckon 
it's  in  his  grave,  and  I'll  bet  he  has  if  he  had  any 
way  of  hearin'  how  much  she  must  of  spent  for 
clothes!" 

"  I  believe,"  Squire  Buckalew  began,  "  that  young 
folks'  memories  are  short." 

"  They're  lucky!"  interjected  Eskew.  The  short- 
er your  memory  the  less  meanness  you  know." 

"  I  meant  young  folks  don't  remember  as  well  as 
older  people  do,"  continued  the  Squire.  "I  don't 
see  what's  so  remarkable  in  her  comin'  back  and 
walkin'  up-street  with  Joe  Louden.  She  used  to  go 
kitin'  round  with  him  all  the  time,  before  she  left 
here.  And  yet  everybody  talks  as  if  they  never 
heard  of  sech  a  thing!" 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  Colonel  Flitcroft,  hesitat- 
ingly, "that  she  did  right.  I  know  it  sounds  kind 
of  a  queer  thing  to  say,  and  I  stirred  up  a  good  deal 
oi  opposition  at  home,  yesterday  evening,  by  sort 
of  mentioning  something  of  the  kind.  Nobody 
seemed  to  agree  with  me,  except  Norbert,  and  In 
didn't  say  much,  but — " 

He  \,as  interrupte(i  by  an  uncontrollable  cackle 
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which  issued  from  the  n.outh  of  Mr    Ar„      Th. 
Colonel  turned  ujx,n  him  with  a  frov         -,  ■         , 
cause  of  his  mirth  '  ''"'""8  '  '"^ 

What  was  it?"  *^ 

-.i;.r;::;tf:::hrtrr;:r;'h-' 

guZnt"'   '°  ^"'^'^'^  "f-     «°  O"  «ith  your  ar- 

,"  ^'^  finished."  said  the  Colonel      •■  T  ^„i 
«1  to  say  that  it  seems  to  me  a  good  acdon  T™'" 
young  lady  like  that  to  come  biirh  ,         ■' 

to  terold  friend  and  plavZte  "      '"''  ™"  ""'' 

f  oLicec  witn  him  vcsfprrl-i^.      r* 

that  stickin'  to  him  >     Sll'f  h  ■'""  '"" 

«-hile;  she's  forgottenwhtr  '"■''-■  "  '''""' 
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him  to  proceed  no  farther,  "  till  you  hear  what  you're 
agreein'  to !  I  say :  you  take  a  young  lady  like  that, 
pretty  and  rich  and  all  cultured  up,  and  it  stands 

to  reason  that  she  won't — " 

"No,  it  don't,"  exclaimed  Buckalew,  impatient- 
ly.    "  Nothing  of  the  sort!     I  tell  you—" 

Eskew  rose  to  his  feet  and  pounded  the  pavement 
with  his  stick.  "  It  stands  to  reason  that  she  won't 
stick  to  a  man  no  other  decent  woman  will  speak  to, 
a  feller  that's  been  the  mark  for  every  stone  thro  wed 
in  the  town,  ever  since  he  was  a  boy,  an  outcast 

vith  a  reputation  as  black  as  a  preacher's  shoes  on 
Sua«iay!  I  don't  care  if  he's  her  oldest  friend  on 
earth,  she  won't  stick  to  him !  She  walked  with  him 
yesterday,  but  you  can  mark  my  words:  his  goose 
is  cooked!"  The  old  man's  voice  rose,  shrill  and 
high.  "  It  ain't  in  human  nature  fer  her  to  do  it! 
You  hear  what  I  say:  you'll  never  see  her  with  Joe 
Louden  again  in  this  livin'  world,  and  she  as  good 
as  told  me  so,  herself,  last  night.  You  can  take 
your  oath  she's  quit  him  already!     Don't — " 

Eskew  paused  abruptly,  his  eyes  widening  be- 
hind his  spectacles ;  his  jaw  fell ;  his  stick,  raised  to 
hammer  the  pavement,  remained  suspended  in  the 
air.  A  sudden  color  rushed  over  his  face,  and  he 
dropped  speechless  in  his  chair.  The  others,  after 
staring  at  him  in  momentary  alarm,  followed  tlu- 
direction  of  his  gaze. 
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'^rie.  Tabor,  nil  ..rc^I !  t*:  ^"^  '°  ^-'^  o'':-. 
white  roses  in  her  >vlt>?',T  '''"'"'•' l'™'-'' "f 
-ssed  tl.e  side.:  kt  „?""  •'""'^'  """^  i^' 
'■™^>ing  ti,e  dark  stainva  .  T"'"«^'  ^'"''  ^^  -" 
came  dou-n  again  emm-h  ,'^,'^"'"™'  '"ter  she 
riage.  and  drove  i^^^^  " "''™'''-''''  8<"  »'"  the  car- 

"She  missed  him  ''  .-..■  ■>  o 
saw  him   go    out   half  t,''""''  '""'''"''-•«■      "I 

"-    saintly,    d  d    ^  f  "  .^i^'-'f^^'""  ^■-  "Pon 

heap  «.hieh  was  Mr  \r„   •  r  "       "    """"■''    "»■■ 
flowers!"  '^'     '  ""'"■'-'  she  left  her 

^'-t:^:::;::^— :--edthedin,, 

Joe's  door:    "Will  not  .7  P^"^'"«l  script  upon 

'-uden."    Man  .  oth       c  ^  T'  '''''"'">^-    I 
lik'' the  first  ^■isitor•  s!l  e.xceedinKly  un- 

-o^^ging  into  thr:a;r::::„rtn"' ?"''"'■ 

-sni.led  contemptuously  as  lonr-."  ,h!v         -:'  '""'' 
"'  the  street,  drooping  wanTv  "   h  "."'  """ 

stairs:  some  were  L  •'■"  'hey  reached  the 

>-thina:d\tu:rxo^'.:rofth"'"''^'™^' 

message,   for  nof  .n         ;,''^  ^^"  ^^  them  read  the 

™nou^.yth;ou7h\h:^:;;:;:::^'',ratl'"°^-^'^ 

--  Which  lifted  the.  he^dslleSv    ;„!;;'":■ 
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water-pitcher  on  Joe's  desk  to  scent  that  dusty 
place  with  their  cool  breath. 

Most  of  these  clients,  after  a  gnmt  of  disap- 
pointment, turned  and  went  away;  though  there 
were  a  few,  cither  unable  to  read  the  message  or 
so  pressed  by  anxiety  that  they  disregarded  it. 
who  entered  the  room  and  sat  down  to  wait  for 
the  absentee.  [There  were  plenty  of  chairs  in  the 
office  now,  bookcases  also,  and  a  big  steel  safe.] 
But  when  evening  came  and  the  final  gray  of  twi- 
light had  vanished  from  the  window-panes,  all 
had  gone  except  one,  a  woman  who  sat  patiently, 
her  eyes  upon  the  floor,  and  her  hands  folded  in 
her  lap,  until  the  footsteps  of  the  last  of  the  others 
to  depart  had  ceased  to  sound  upon  the  pavement 
below.  Then,  with  a  wordless  exclamation,  she 
sprang  to  her  feet,  pulled  the  window-shade  care- 
fully down  to  the  sill,  and,  when  she  had  done 
that,  struck  a  match  on  the  heel  of  her  shoe — a 
soiled  white  canvas  shoe,  not  a  small  one — and 
applied  the  flame  to  a  gas  jet.  The  yellow  light 
flared  up;  and  she  began  to  pace  the  room  hag- 
gardly. 

The  court-house  bell  rang  nine,  and  as  the 
tremors  following  the  last  stroke  pulsed  them- 
selves into  silence,  she  heard  a  footfall  on  the 
stairs  and  immediately  relapsed  into  a  chair,  fold- 
ing her  hands  again  in  her  lap,  her  expression  com- 
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Posins  itself  to  passivity,  for  the  step  w„s  verv 
much  lighter  than  I.K''s  "o^.  ^erv 

PeidtM^T"'""^  ''^^•^^^''  '■"  -hit-  climity  ap- 
peared m  tlie  door^vay.    She  hesitated  at  the  thresh 
old,  not,  apparently.  l,eeause  of  anv  tim'  ,        ht 
expression  being  too  thoughtfully  assure.1  for  hi. 
but  a  most  immediately  she  eame  in  and  se' t  ,1 
herself  near  the  desk    .,^i,„      i    ,  •  seated 

cresenre  hv        ,.  ,         -leknowledging  the  others 
presence  by  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head 

covered  fhe  " u^'  '""^e  which  unevenly 

covered  the  woman's  cheeks,  as  she  bowed  elabor 
ately  in  return.     Then,   furtivelv,  during  a  pro 
racted  silence,  she  took  stock  of  the  nefv-eorr' 
from  the  tip  of  her  white  suMe  shoes  to  the  fitay 
ace  and  pink  roses  upon  her  wide  white  hat    Ind 
the  sidelong  ga.e  lingered  marvellingly  upon  the 
quiet    delicate  hands,  slender  and  finelyTxpres 
sive.  m  their  white  gloves.  '^ 

Her  ow-n  hands,  unlike  the  lady's,  began  to 
fidget  confusedly,  and,  the  silence  ,  ont  nu  ng  she 
coughed  several  times,  to  effect  the  preface  re q'ui  ed 
by  her  sense  of  fitness,  before  she  felt  it  proper  to 
observe,  with  a  polite  titter: 

■■Mr.  Louden  seems  to  be  a  good  while  comin'  " 
lady     ™  ^°"  "'"'''"^  ^'y  '°"e'"  ^sked  the 

■■Ever  since  six  o'clock!" 
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"Yes."  said  the  other.     "That  is  very  long." 

"Yes.  ma'am,  it  cert'nly  is."  The  ice  thus 
broken,  she  felt  free  to  use  her  eyes  more  directly, 
and,  after  a  long,  frank  stare,  exclaimed: 

"Why,  you  must  be  Miss  Ariel  Tabor,  ain't 
you?" 

"Yes."  Ariel  touched  one  of  the  njses  upon 
Joe's  desk  with  her  finger-tips.  "I  am  Miss 
Tabor." 

"Well,  excuse  me  fer  asking;  I'm  sure  it  ain't 
any  business  of  mine,"  said  the  other,  remember- 
ing the  manners  due  one  lady  from  another.  "  But 
I  thought  it  must  be.  I  expect,"  she  added,  with 
loud,  inconsequent  laughter,  "there's  not  many 
in  Canaan  ain't  heard  you've  come  back."  She 
paused,  laughed  again,  nervously,  and  again,  less 
loudly,  to  take  ofT  the  edge  of  her  abruptness: 
gradually  tittering  herself  down  to  a  pause,  to 
fill  which  she  put  forth:  "Right  nice  weather  we 
be'n  havin'." 

"Yes,"  said  Ariel. 

"  It  was  rainy,  first  of  last  week,  though.  I  don't 
mind  rain  so  much"— this  v/ith  more  laughter, — 
"I  stay  in  the  house  when  it  rains.  Some  people 
don't  know  enough  to,  they  say!  You've  heard 
that  saying,  ain't  you.  Miss  Tabor?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,    I    tell    yoii,''    she    exclaimed,    noisily, 
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^hnllcr.     It  had  been,  u.uil  „„w,  a  mor.  lubrica- 

:;t':;r'''y""''''"'''^'''"'« '•■"■••'■>- '->-^- 

^If.  as  .f  her  lauKhtcT  «-cTe  Kcttin^  awav  with  her 
she  was  net  far  from  hysteria,  when  it  sti.pM  wiVh 

,hl!^"!".    ^^^  '"*''■  ''''"■'"'"«  '"'™t'v.     "Ain't 
hat  lum  ?  •     steps  soundcl  up„n  the  paven..nt  he 
ow,  paused  for  a  second  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs- 

there  was  the  snap  of  a  match;  then  the  step, 

sounded  again,  retreating.     She  sank  hack  in  her 
ha,r  h,np,y.     ■•It  was  o„,y  some  one  stopp,,,'  to 

%ht  h,s  e,gar  ,„  the  entry.     It  wasn't  Joe  Louden's 

Step,  anyway. 

"You  know  his  step?"     Ariel's  eves  were  bent 
upon  the  woman  wonderingly 

''  I'd  know  it  to-night."  was  the  answer,  deli-.ere.l 

:iason%or  ^"'  ^^^'"^"^  ^^^^^^^^^^     '•  I. ot  plenty 

Ariel  did  not  respond.     She  leaned  a  little  closer 

o  the  roses  upon  the  desk,  letting  them  touch  her 

face    and  breathing  deeply  of  their  fragrance  to 

neutralize  a  perfume  which   pervaded   the  room; 
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an  odor  as  heavy  and  cheap-sweet  as  the  face  of 
the  woman  who  had  saturated  her  handkerchief 
with  it ,  a  scent  which  went  with  her  perfectly  and 
made  her  unhappily  definite;  suited  to  her  clumsily 
dyed  hair,  to  her  soiled  white  shoes,  to  the  hot  r'id 
hat  smothered  in  plumage,  to  the  restless  stub- 
fingered  hands,  to  the  fat,  plated  rings,  of  which 
she  wore  a  great  quantity,  though,  surprisingly 
enough,  the  large  diamonds  in  her  ears  were  pure, 
and  of  a  very  clear  water. 

It  was  she  who  broke  the  silence  once  more. 
"Well,"  she  drawled,  coughing  genteelly  at  the 
same  time,  "better  late  than  never,  as  the  saying 
is.  I  wonder  who  it  is  gits  up  all  th'  m  comical 
sayings?"  Apparently  she  had  no  genuine  desire 
for  light  upon  this  mystery,  as  she  continued,  im- 
mediately: "I  have  a  gen'leman  friend  that's  al- 
ways gittin'  'em  off.  'Well,'  he  says,  'the  best  o 
friends  must  part,'  and,  'Thou  strikest  me  to  t^ 
heart'— all  kinds  of  cracks  like  that.  He's  real 
comical.  And  yet,"  she  went  on  in  an  altered 
voice,  "I  don't  like  him  much.  I'd  be  glad  :f  I'd 
never  seen  him." 

The  change  of  tone  was  so  marked  that  Ariel 
looked  at  her  keenlv,  to  find  herself  surprised  into 
pitying  this  stran^  client  of  Joe's;  for  tears  had 
sprung  to  the  woman's  eyes  and  slid  along  the  lids, 
where  she  tried  vainly  to  restrain  them.     Her  face 
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had  altered  too.  like  her  voice-,  haj^^gard  lines  sud- 
«lenly  appearing  about  the  eyes  and  n.uuth  as  it 
they  had  just  been  pencilled  there:  the  trutli  issu 
ing  from  beneath  her  pinchbeck  sirnulati.nis  like 
a  tragic  mask  revealed  by  the  displacement  of  a 
tawdry  covering. 

"I  expect  you  think  I'm  real  foolish."  she  sai.l 

•  but  I  be'n  waitin'  so  awful  long-and  I  got  a  go.>d' 

deal  of  worry  on  my  mind  till  I  see  Mr.  Louden  - 

"  I  am  sorry."     Ariel  turned  from  the  roses,  and 

faced  her  and  the  heavy  perfume.     '"I  hope  lie 

will  come  soon." 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  the  other.  '•  Ifs  something  to 
do  with  me  that  keeps  him  away,  and  the  longer  he 
is  the  more  it  scares  me."  She  shivered  and  sei  lier 
teeth  together.  "Ifs  kind  of  hard,  waitin'  I 
cert'nly  got  my  share  of  troubles." 

"Don't  you  think  that  Mr.  Louden  will  be  able 
to  take  care  of  them  for  you.^*" 

"Oh.  I  hope  so,  Miss  Tabor!  If  he  can't,  no- 
body can."  She  was  crying  openlv  now.  wijiing 
hv^r  eyes  with  her  musk-soaked  handkerchief.  "  We 
had  to  send  fer  him  yesterday  afternoon—" 

"To  come  to  Beaver  Beach,  do  you  mean?" 
asked  Ariel,  leaning  forward. 

"Yes,  ma'am.  It  all  begun  out  there.— least- 
ways it  begun  before  that  with  me.  It  was  all 
my  fault.     I  deserve  all  that's  comin'  to  me,   I 
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guess.     I  (1(MV-'  wr^ng — J  ■ 
never  to  of  went  ou     '  • 

She  cheeked  he. 
ment's  pause,  conti. 
kindliness  of  the  deli    it<    ' 
witle  white  hat.     "  '  • 
repeated.     "Oh,  I  - 
enough  to  keep  out    •    t .  > 
comin'!     But  that  ge.  'lem. 
Nashville  Cor\  's  his    laine  ■ 


If  wrong!  I'd  oughtn't 
yesterday." 

,)ly,  but,  after  a  nio- 
•ouragetl  by  the  grave 
•  in  thj  shadow  of  the 
'n  t    '•■     •■  went,"  she 

'  vcr,  never  learn 

'ven  when  I  see  it 

nd  of  mine — Mr, 

-in-  'kind  o'  coaxed  me 


into  it,  and  he's  right  ( » )mical  when  he's  with  ladies, 
and  he's  good  company — and  he  says,  'Claudine, 
we'll  dance  the  light  fantastic,'  he  says,  and  I  kind 
o'  Wv-'nted  something  cheerful  —  I'd  be'n  workin' 
steady  quite  a  spell,  and  it  looked  like  he  wanted 
to  show  me  a  good  time,  so  I  went,  and  that's  what 
started  it."  Now  that  she  had  begun,  she  babbled 
on  with  her  story,  at  times  incoherently;  full  of  ex- 
cuses, made  to  herself  more  than  to  Ariel,  pitifully 
endeavoring  to  convince  herself  that  the  responsi- 
bilit\  for  the  muddle  she  had  made  was  not  hers. 
"Mr.  Cory  told  me  my  husband  was  drinkin'  and 
wouldn't  know  about  it,  and,  'Besides,'  he  says, 
'what's  the  odds?'  Of  course  I  knowed  there  was 
trouble  between  him  and  ^fr.  Fear — that's  my  hus- 
band—a good  while  ago,  when  Mr.  Fear  up  and 
laid  him  out.  That  was  before  me  and  Mr.  Fear 
got  married ;  I  hadn't  even  be'n  to  Canaan  then ; 
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I  wn.  on  the  stno^r.     I  ^-n,  on  the  stn;:e  quite  -. 

^^^;;Vc.  ...e  on  the  ^^^ 

"Yes  ma'am.  Livin'  pitchers  at  (iohlhere's 
Rat  skcler.  and  amunchoor  ni^jlns  I  r.earlv  ahvavs 
done  a  sketch  with  a  s:en']eman  friend.     TJiafs  the 

u-ay  I  met  Mr.  Fear;  he  .seemed  to  be  real  struck 
v.th  mv  right  au-ay,  and  soon  as  I  got  through  mv 
turn  he  ast  me  to  order  whatever  I  wanted      He's 
ahvays  gentlemanlike  when  he  ain't  had  ton'  mueh 
and  ex  en  then  he  vurry,  vurry  seldom  aeks  rough 
unless  he  s  jealous.     That  was  the  trouble  x-cster- 
cay.     I  never  would  of  gone  to  the  Beacli  if  I'd 
dreamed  what  was  comin'!     When  we  got  there  I 
saw  M,ke- that's   the  gen'leman   that   runs   the 
Beach-lookm'  at  my  company  and  me  kind  of 
anxious,  and  pretty  soon  he  got  me  away  from  ^[r 
Cory  and  told  me  what's  what.     Seems  this  Crv 
only  wanted  me  to  go  with  him  to  make  mv  hu^'- 
band  mad.  and  he'd  took  good  care  that  Mr    F.-ar 
heard  I'd  be  there  with  him!     And  he'd  be'n  liang- 
m   around  me,  every  time  he  stni.^k  town    iest  to 
make  Mr.  Fear  mad-the  fresh  thing!    You 'see  he 

this  Mr.  Cory  did,  and  he  was  fixed  for  it." 
"  I  don't  understand, "  said  Ariel. 
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"It's  this  way:  if  Mr.  Fear  attacted  Mr.  Cory, 
why,  Mr.  Cory  could  shoot  him  down  and  claim  self- 
defence.  You  see,  it  would  be  easy  for  Mr.  Cory, 
because  Mr.  Fear  nearly  killed  him  when  they  had 
their  first  trouble,  and  that  would  give  Mr.  Cory  a 
good  excuse  to  shoot  if  Mr.  Fear  jest  only  pushed 
him.  That's  the  way  it  is  with  the  law.  Mr.  Cory 
could  wipe  out  their  old  score  and  git  off  scot-free." 
"Surely  not!" 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  that's  the  way  it  would  be.     And 
when  Mike  told  me  that  Mr.  Cory  had  got  me  out 
there  jest  to  provoke  my  husband  I  went  straight 
up  to  him  and  begun  to  give  him  a  piece  of  my  mind. 
I  didn't  talk  loud,  because  I  never  was  one  to  make 
a  disturbance  and  start  trouble  the  way  some  do; 
and  right  while  I  was  talkin'  we  both  see  my  hus- 
band pass  the  window.     Mr.  Cory  giv-  a  kind  of 
yelling  laugh  and  put  his  arm  round  me  jest  as  Mr. 
Fear  come  in  the  door.     And  then  it  all  happened 
so  quick  that  you  could  hardly  tell  what  was  goin' 
on.     Mr.  Fear,  we  found  afterwards,  had  promiserl 
Mr.  Louden  that  he  wouldn't  come  out  there,  but  he 
took  too  much— you  could  see  that  by  the  look  of 
him— and  fergot  his  promise ;  fergot  everything  but 
me  and  Cory,  I  guess.    - 

"He  come  right  up  to  us,  where  I  was  tryin'  to 
git  away  from  Cory's  arm— it  was  the  left  one  he 
had  around  me,  and  the  other  behind  his  back— and 
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neither  of  'em  said  a  word.    Corv  iceot  on  i.,„„^    • 
loud  as  he  could,  and  Mr.  Fear  struek  Zl^,'," 
-outh.     He.h„,e.butheca„"h"ru,trd\nd 

right  rvf  p"'  ■  r^"'",'  '"'  '  '^'^  "'^  8-  «>'  °'' 
right  ,11  Mr.  Fear  s  face,  I  thought,  but  it  wisn't  ■  i, 

only  scorched  him.     Most  of  the  o,h       "''!"'•" 
had  run    h„t  M-i  ,  ""^"  gen'lemeii 

naa  run    but  M,ke  made  a  dive  and  manaced  to 
knock  the  gun  to  one  side,  jest  barely  71 

fLm  ;   h    TV"''-'  °'  '""  ""--  'hat  com    ".t 

fiXin  ;       .      '"*='  "P^'"'"'   ■='"-''°'h  "f  'em 

up  in  Mile's    "  "'■"  "f  ■-"      ^'"^  '-'^"'  ^'-  Corv 

the  ■  h   ch  r^h'  ""''  '""^  "^  ''"'^  °™^  "'  -here 
he>    hitch     he  horses.     The,,  Mike  sent  fer  M' 

Louden  to  come  out  to  talk  to  my  husband  a„d  take 
care  of  h,m-hc's  the  only  one  can  do  anything  vrith 
h.m  when  he's  like  that-but  before  M  ," 
could  g,t  there,  Mr.  Fear  broke  l<»se  and  ™„ 
through  a  corn-field  and  got  aw-iv  -.t  i  /.u 
couldn't  find  him      ^nd  M^  r  '         ?      ""^^ 

J,  »,„,l  ,,.'.  ■  Cury  jumped  through 

so  they  d  both  gone.  When  .Mr,  Lou<len  come  Ik 
only  stayed  long  enough  to  hear  ,vhat  had  happ  ned 
and  s  arted  out  to  find  Happy-thafs  my  husband 

e  s  bound  to  keep  them  apart,  but  he  hL't  fou  , 
Mr,  Fear  yet  or  he'd  Iw  here." 

Ariel  had  sunk  back  in  her  ehair      -  Whv  .shn„l  l 

your  husband  hide  >'■  she  asked,  in  a  low  vle^ 
Waitin    fer  his  chance  at  Corj-,"  the  woman 
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answered,  huskily.  "  I  expect  he's  afraid  the  cops 
are  after  him,  too,  on  account  of  the  trouble,  and  he 
doesn't  want  to  git  locked  up  till  he's  met  Corv 
again.  They  ain't  after  him,  but  he  may  not  know 
it.  They  haven't  heard  of  the  trouble,  I  reckon,  or 
they'd  of  run  Cory  in.  Hc\s  around  town  to-day. 
drinkin'  heavy,  and  I  guess  he's  lookin'  fer  Mr.  Fear 
about  as  hard  as  Mr.  Louden  is."  She  rose  to  her 
feet,  lifted  her  coarse  hands,  and  dropped  them 
despairingly.  "Oh,  I'm  scared!"  she  said.  "Mr. 
Fear's  bc'n  mighty  good  to  me." 

A  slow  and  tired  footstep  was  heard  upon  the 
stairs,  and  Joe's  dog  ran  into  the  room  drooping- 
ly,  wagged  his  tail  with  no  energy,  and  crept  under 
the  desk.  Mrs.  Fear  wheeled  toward  the  door  and 
stood,  rigid,  her  hands  clenched  tight,  her  whole 
body  still,  except  her  breast,  which  rose  and 
fell  with  her  tumultuous  breathing.  She  could 
not  wait  till  the  laggard  step  reached  the  land- 
ing. 

"Mr.  Louden!"  she  called,  suddenly. 

Joe's  voice  came  from  the  stairway.  "  It's  all 
right,  Claudine.     It's  all  fixed  up.     Don't  worry." 

Mrs.  Fear  gave  a  thick  cry  of  relief  and  sank  back 
in  her  chair  as  Joe  entered  the  room.  He  came  in 
shamblingly,  with  his  hand  over  his  eyes  as  if  thcv 
were  very  tired  and  the  light  hurt  them,  so  that. 
f(.)r  a  moment  or  two,  he  did  not  perceive  the  second 


''KITE  ROSES  IN  A  LAW-OFFICE 

visitor      Then  he  let  h,s  hand  fall,  revealing  a  face 
very  white  and  «-<,rn.  ^ 

^^^^It;s  all  right.  Clandine."  he  repeated.     -  Ifs  all 

He  was  moving  to  lay  his  hat  on  the  desk  when 
h.s  eye  caught  first  the  roses,  then  fell  upon  IneT 
and  he  stopped  stoek-still  with  one  arm  outstreteh 
d  remammg  for  perhaps  ten  seeonds  in  th  t  att 
tude,  wh,le  she,  her  lips  parted,  her  eves  lu  rou  ' 
returned  his  gaze  with  a  look  that  wn  a  "  ' 
scrutable  as  it  was  kind.  '"' 

'"^^^■"  she  said,  as  if  in  answer  to  a  question  "  1 
have  eome  here  twice  to-day."     She  nZlTsLt 
iy  toward   M,..  Fear.     "  I  can  wait.     I  am   t v 
glad  you  hring  good  news  "  ' 

Joe  turned  dazedly  toward  the  other.     -Clau- 

cleared  all  h  r'"  ""'  "^^^'^  ^'^P--™  ^^'^ 
ha™t  thin  "™  ""  '-'''''^'"-  " '  """•'  =-  "■> 
Mr   Loudt;^'     '  "  '"''  ''''  "  ^"^  '*-  "^y^-. 

Joe  glaneed  at  Ariel  with  a  faint,  trouble,!  .smile 

sH:iir:rtitte?"'-"^'""^---- 


He 


s  waiting  for  you 


Where?"     She  rose  quickly. 
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"Stop,"  said  Joe,  sharply.  "You  must  be  very 
careful  with  him — " 

"Don't  you  s'pose  I'm  goin'  to  be?"  she  in- 
terrupted, with  a  catch  in  her  voice,  "  Don't  you 
s'pose  I've  had  trouble  enough?" 

"No,"  said  Joe,  deliberately  and  impersonally, 
"  I  don't.  Unless  you  keep  remembering  to  be 
careful  all  the  time,  you'll  follow  the  first  impulse 
you  have,  as  you  did  yesterday,  aad  your  excuse 
will  be  that  you  never  thought  any  harm  would 
come  of  it.  He's  in  a  queer  mood ;  but  he  will  for- 
give you  if  you  ask  him — " 

"Well,  ain't  that  what  I  want  to  do!"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"I  know,  I  know,"  he  said,  dropping  into  the 
desk-chair  and  passing  his  hand  over  his  eyes  with 
a  gesture  of  infinite  weariness.  "  But  you  must  be 
very  careful.  I  hunted  for  hiui  most  of  the  night 
and  all  day.  He  was  trying  to  keep  out  of  my  way 
because  he  didn't  want  me  to  find  him  until  he  had 
met  this  fellow  Nashville.  Happy  is  a  hard  man 
to  come  at  when  he  doesn't  care  to  be  found,  and 
he  kept  shifting  from  place  to  place  until  I  ran  him 
down.  Then  I  got  him  in  a  comer  and  told  him 
that  you  hadn't  meant  any  harm — which  is  always 
true  of  you,  poor  woman! — and  I  didn't  leave  him 
till  he  had  promised  me  to  forgive  you  if  you  would 
come  and  ask  him.     And  you  must  keep  him  out  of 
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vapidly;  but jj  ;ts  r  ' '"'  ^''^'  '^'^•-™"' 

bimy  with  an  aLro„f  lye.'"  ""■"■^''  "«P"-- 

Vou  mustn't  make  any  mistiW  •■  u 
nsmg  stiffly  mth  fatigue.         ""''"'^^'     he  said, 

"Not  mef      I  dnn'f   f..l 

-sponded.  titteri  g  h  ppL"°  ""^Vf--."  she 
day.  il/v/  hut  ,>'e  ,  Pf  ^y-  ^^ot  after  yester- 
ha'e  it  t"^^  h:  'i:  ::f  "'*■  ■">■  ^"-"ers.^  I  „„ 
especially  Mr   Fe-,r  <5"^"-'=i«n8  over  „„■. 

thing;  I  Ife  [o  ,X       ?'■"  *''  '"'<' '°  ^"'^'  »^- 

thought  it^^uid,:;,  :Lg.<'-^2Y;  i^'-''  - 

•nto  genuine,  noisy  laughter  T  ,,  ^^'  ^''"<- 
e>ther  of  'em  meant  nofealha™  ,  '  ''^'' 
«fter  they  got  cooied  offT  iu  ™  'r'J  T  "''''■ 
'0-day,    they'd    probablv   wl  ""^^ ''  "^^ 

'-uden,  Where's  Sappy!''  ™"'    ''°"'  "^• 

^o^nnipL*':  tn"  :•"'  '''■  "^  -"^-i  a 

-id  in  a  ri^"^:^;    !'^"  '■;f  brow  cleared  and  he 

;;-  Miller's  pooi-rooir  r;-;:  *>:,:^ond 

>ou  come  to  the  second 


gate.     Go 
^33 


5n,  and  vou 'II 
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a  basement  door  opening  into  a  little  room  under 
Miller's  bar.  The  door  won't  be  locked,  and  Hap- 
py's in  there  waiting  for  you.     But  remember — " 

"Oh,  don't  you  worry,"  she  cut  him  off,  loudly. 
"I  know  him!  Inside  of  an  hour  I'll  have  him 
laughin'  over  all  this.     You'll  see!" 

When  she  had  gone,  he  stood  upon  the  landing 
looking  thoughtfully  after  her.  "Perhaps,  after 
all,  that  is  the  best  mood  to  let  her  meet  him  in," 
he  murmured. 

Then,  with  a  deep  breath,  he  turned.  The 
heavy  perfume  had  gone;  the  air  was  clear  and 
sweet,  and  Ariel  was  pressing  her  face  into  the 
roses  again.  As  he  saw  how  like  them  she  was, 
he  was  shaken  with  a  profound  and  mysterious 
sigh,  like  that  which  moves  in  the  breast  of  one 
who  listens  in  the  dark  to  his  dearest  music. 
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KNOW  how  tired  you  are. "  said  Ariel 
as  he  came  back  into  the  room  '•  I 
shall  not  keep  you  long." 

"Ah,     please    do!"     he    returned. 

the  .b.^       T^    ^'    ^^S^^""^"g    to    fumble    with 
the^shade  of  a  student-lamp  at  one  end  of  t^e 

" Let  me  do  tnat,"  she  said      " Sit  dmvn  -     rr 

^t::^r  "^'^''" "-  -^^^  -"^ 

•■No  .?'X"^  "P°"  fP'oe.  turned  out  the  gas 

c  ucijK  ai  mm,     I  wanted  to  see  ^/n^^  - 1-  ^u 
fi:.t^ssib,e  opportunity,  but  .hat  I  h^Xsa  1'^ 

idid^otcorsr...''^^'™'^"--'- 

You  need  not  tell  me.     I  know/'    She  glanced 
;.t  the  cha.r  which  had  been  occupied  by  MrfFear 
I  knew  last  night  that  they  had  sent  for  you 
You  d,d  r  he  exclaimed.     "  Ah,  I  understand 
>=^  Warden  must  have  told  you."  . 
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"Yes,"  she  said.  "It  was  he;  and  I  have  been 
wondering  ever  since  how  he  heard  of  it.  He 
knew  last  night,  but  there  wp'  nothing  in  the 
papers  this  morning;  and  until  I  came  here  I 
heard  no  one  else  speak  of  it;  yet  Canaan  is  not 
large." 

Joe  laughed.  "  It  wouldn't  seem  strange  if 
you  lived  with  the  Canaan  that  I  do.  Sam  had 
been  down-town  during  the  afternoon  and  had  met 
friends;  the  colored  people  are  a  good  deal  like  a 
freemasonry,  you  know,  A  great  many  knew  last 
night  all  about  what  had  happened,  and  had  their 
theories  about  what  might  happen  to-day  in  case 
the  two  men  met.  Still,  you  see,  those  who  knew, 
also  knew  just  what  _  eople  not  to  tell.  The  Tocsin 
is  the  only  newspaper  worth  the  name  here;  but 
even  if  the  Tocsin  had  known  of  the  trouble,  it 
wouldn't  have  been  likely  to  mention  it.  That's 
a  thing  I  don't  understand."  He  frowned  and 
rubbed  the  back  of  his  head.  "  There's  something 
underneath  it.     For  more  than  a  year  the  Tocsin 

hasn't  spoken  of  Beaver  Beach.     I'd  like  to  know 

,,,1,  -  >> 
wny. 

"Joe,"  she  said,  slowly,  "tell  me  something 
truly.  A  man  said  to  me  yesterday  that  he  found 
life  here  insuflferab' ;.     Do  you  find  it  so?" 

"Why,  no!"  he  answered,  surprised. 

"  Do  you  hate  Canaan  ?" 
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"Certainly  not." 

exptined^-f^"''"''-'-     "'''^"'  "'^^^'^  ""^."  he 
explained .    I  have  an  advantage  over  your  fri„„H 

iiie  people  1  live  among  are  nretfv  thr.^r.     u      ' 
^.opolites  in  a  way,  and'he  Hfrriead-""'"  '"" 

life  youTl  'It.  'r"^""-"  ■•'  «"le  about  the 
mc  you  lead,     she  interrupted      "  Thpn  ,r^     i     , 

complain  of  Canaan  V  ^^'^  ^°"^ 

"Of  course  not." 

g  anced  aga  n  at  the  chair  ,n  which  Mrs.  Fear  had 

-«y.     It  'took  me  back  «,*r  ^"'"^^y--™»g 

'Yes,  it  wonJd.    And  something  else-  ther^', 

:r  ^r  '^'^^  ""«  '"°''=  "^an  any  Vhl-  i    s  cl 
naan  s  favonte.     Do  you  know  what  itTsV'   '  ^" 
IS  It    Kescue  the  Perishing' ?" 

an7r'e';:av;:g  therds^rs,;;^  ""■ 

onaughter  so  hearty  thatlt'L^  ht  rs  to't 
eyes.         Rescue  the  Perishing' t" 

btif  .f."'  "^"  ^'^  ""'  understand   his  laughter 
out,  after  a  moment   che  diH    ur.A  ■  ■     ^  ,    ^"^^^• 

to  it   thouPh  t-M-f^,  '    ^  J°'"^^  ^^^  own 

'  ^^''''^^  ^^^^^  a  certain  tremulousness. 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

"It  is  funny,  isn't  it?"  said  J<>«.'.  wijnng  the 
moisture  from  his  t-ycs.  Then  all  trace  of  mirth 
left  him.  "  Is  it  really  yoti.  sitting  here  and  laugh- 
ing with  me,  Arielr" 

"It  seems  to  be,"  she  answered,  in  a  low  voice. 
"  I'm  not  at  all  sure." 

"You  didn't  think,  yesterday  afternoon,"  he 
began,  almost  in  a  whisper,  -  "  you  didn't  think  that 
I  had  failed  to  come  because  I-"  He  grew  very 
red,  and  shifted  the  sentence  awkwardly:  "I  was 
afraid  you  might  think  that  I  was — that  I  didn't 
come  because  I  might  ha\e  been  the  same  way 
again  that  I  was  when — when  I  met  you  at  the 
station?" 

"Oh  no!"  she  answered,  gently.  "  Xo.  I  knew 
better." 

"And  do  you  know,"  he  faltered,  "that  that  is 
all  over?     That  it  can  never  happen  again?" 

"Yes,  I  know  it,"  she  returned,  quickly. 

"Then  you  know  a  little  of  what  I  owe  you." 

"No,  no,"  she  protested. 

"Yes,"  he  said.  "You've  made  that  change  in 
me  already.  It  wasn't  hard — it  won't  be — though 
it  might  have  been  if — if  you  hadn't  come  soon." 

"Tell  me  something,"  she  demanded.  "  If  these 
people  had  not  sent  for  you  yesterday,  would  you 
have  come  to  Judge  Pike's  house  to  see  me?  You 
said  vou  would  try."     She  laughed  a  little,  and 
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'■  I  want  to  know   if  v<ni 


Inokcrl  away  from  him. 
would  have  come." 

There  was  a  silence,  and  in  si»ite  of  her  av«.-rted 
},dance  she  knew  that  he  was  k-okinj,'  at  her  steadily. 
Finally,  "  Don't  you  know.'"  he  said. 

She  shook  her  head  and  blushed  faintly. 

"Don't  you  know?"  he  repeated. 

She  looked  up  and  met  his  eyes,  and  thereupon 
both  became  very  grave.  "Yes.  T  do."  she  an- 
swered. "You  would  have  come.  When  you  left 
me  at  the  gate  ami  went  away,  /ou  were  afraid. 
But  you  would  have  come." 

"Yes,  — I'd  have  come.  You  are  right:  I  was 
afraid  at  first;  but  I  knew,"  he  went  (mi,  rapidly, 
"that  you  would  have  come  to  the  gate  to  meet 
me." 

"You  understood  that?"  she  cried,  her  eyes 
sparkling  and  her  face  flushing  happily. 

"Yes.  I  knew  that  you  wouldn't  have  asked 
me  to  come,"  he  said,  with  a  catch  in  his  voice 
which  was  half  chuckle,  half  groan,  "if  you  haan't 
meant  to  take  care  of  me!  And  it  came  to  me  that 
you  would  know  how  to  do  it." 

She  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  and  again  they 
laughed  together,  but  only  for  a  moment,  becom 
ing  serious  and  very  quiet  almost  instantly. 

"I  haven't  thanked  you  for  the  roses,"  he 
said. 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

"Oh  yes.  you  did.     When   vou  first   looked  at 
them!" 

"So  I  did."  he  whisi)ere<l.     "I'm  glad  vou  saw 
To  find  them  here  took  my  breath  away '-and  to 
find  you  with  them  -  " 

"I  brought  them  this  morning,  you  know." 

"  Would  you  ha\-e  come  if  you  had  not  under- 
stood why  I  failed  yesterday?" 

"Oh  yes.  I  tliink  so."  she  returned,  the  fine  edge 
of  a  smile  upon  her  lips.     "  For  a  time  last  evening 
before    I    heard  what    had    happened.   I   thought 
you    were    too    frightened    a    friend    to    bother 
about." 

He  made  a  little  ejaculation,  partly  joyful,  part- 
ly  sad. 

"And  yet."  she  went  on.  "I  think  that  I  should 
have  come  this  morning,  after  all.  even  if  you  had 
a  poorer  excuse  for  your  absence,  because,  you 
see,  I  came  on  business." 

"You  did?" 

"That's  why  I've  come  again.  That  makes  it 
respectable  for  me  to  be  here  now.  doesn't  it?— for 
me  to  have  come  out  alone  after  dark  without  their 
knowmg  it  ?     I'm  here  as  your  client.  Joe  " 

"Why?"  he  asked. 

She  did  not  answer  at  once,  but  picked  up  a  pen 
from  beneath  her  hand  on  the  desk,  and  turning  it 
meditatively  felt  its  point  with  her  forefin< 
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fore  sho  said   sl,.wly.    -Are  n.ost   men   uta-t,,!   .,i 
otiicr  I.eople-s-wcll.  of  ether  peopk-'s  monev>- 
^ou  mean  Martin  Pike?"  he  asked 

"Yes  I  u-ant  yon  V>  take  charge  r/  ■  .cvthing 
I   have  for  me  ' 

He  hem  a  frowning  regard  ui.on  the  lamp- 
shade.  ••V„u  ought  t.,  lo..k  ..lur  vour  oun 
propc>rty.  he  said.  "  Vou  surely  h...,/ pknty  of 
time.  ^ 

"You  mean— you  mean  you  wci.'i  -.-ip  ,,.,,>•• 
she  returned,  with  intentional  patli^^s 

"Ariel-  he  laughed,  shortlv.  in  an.suvr  then 
asked,  "What  makes  you  think  Ju.jge  Pike  isn't 
trustworthy?" 

"Nothing  very  definite  j,erhaps.  unless  it  was 
his  look  when  I  told  him  that  I  meant  to  ask  vou 
to  take  charge  of  things  for  me." 

"He's  been  rather  hard  pressed  this  year  I 
think.  •  said  Joe,  "You  might  be  right -if 'he 
could  have  found  a  way.     J  hope  he  hasn't." 

"I'm  afraid."  she  began,  gayly,  "that  I  know 
very  httle  of  my  own  affairs.  He  sent  me  a  dmft 
every  three  months,  with  receipts  an<l  (,ther  things 
to  sign  and  return  to  him.  I  haven't  the  faintest 
notion  of  what  I  (.wn-cxcept  the  old  house  and 
some  money  from  the  income  that  I  hadn't  used 
and  brought  with  me.  Judge  Pike  has  all  the 
papers— everything. " 
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THE   CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

Joe  looked  troubled.  "And  Roger  Tabor  did 
he—" 

"The  dear  man!"  She  shot)k  her  head.  "He 
was  just  the  same.  To  him  poor  Uncle  Jonas's 
money  seemed  to  come  from  heaven  through  the 
hands  of  Judge  Pike—" 

"And  ihere's  a  handsome  roundabout  way!" 
said  Joe. 

"Wasn't  it!"  she  agreed,  cheerfully.  "And  he 
trusted  the  Judge  absolutely.     I  don't,  you  see." 

He  gave  her  a  thoughtful  look  and  nodded. 
"No,  he  isn't  a  good  man,"  he  said,  "not  even  ac- 
cording to  his  lights ;  but  I  doubt  if  he  could  have 
managed  to  get  away  with  anything  of  conse- 
quence after  he  became  the  admmistrator.  He 
wouldn't  have  tried  it,  probably,  unless  he  was 
more  desperately  pushed  than  I  think  he  has  been. 
It  would  have  beeti  too  dangerous.  Suppose  you 
wait  a  week  or  so  and  think  it  over." 

"  But  there's  something  I  want  you  to  do  for  me 
immediately,  Joe." 

"What's  that?" 

"I  want  the  old  house  put  in  order.  I'm  going 
to  live  there." 

"Alone?" 

"I'm  almost  twenty-seven,  and  that's  being 
enough  of  an  old  maid  for  me  to  risk  Canaan's 
thinking  me  eccentric,  isn't  it?" 
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''It  will  think  anything  you  do  is  all  right." 
"And  once,"  she  cried,  "it  thought  everything 
I  did  all  wrong!" 

"Yes.     That's  the  difference." 

"You  mean  it  will  commend  me  because   I'm 
thought  rich.>" 

"No,  no,"  he  said,  meditatively, 
It's    because    evervbody    will    be 
you." 

"Quite  everybody!"  she  asked. 

"Certainly,"  he  replied.     "Anybody  who  didn't 
would  be  absurd." 

"  Ah,  Joe !"  she  laughed.     "  You  always  were  the 
nicest  boy  in  the  world,  my  dear!" 

At   that   he  turned  toward   her  with  a  sudden 
movement  and  his  lips  parted,  but  not  to  speak. 
She  had  rested  one  arm  upon  the  desk,  and  her 
cheek  upon  her  hand ;  the  pen  she  had  picked  up, 
still  absently  held  in  her  fingers,  touching  her  lips'; 
and  it  was  given  to  him  to  know  that  he  v.-ould 
always   keep   that    pen.    though    he    would    never 
write  with  it  again.     The  soft  lamplight  fell  across 
the  lower  part  of  her  face,  leaving  her  eyes,  whicli 
were  lowered  thoughtfully,   in  the  shadow  of  her 
hat.     The  room  was  blotted  out  in  darkness  behind 
her.     Like  the  background  of  an  antique  portrait, 
the  office,  with  its  dusty  corners  and  shelves  and 
hideous  sife,  had  vanished,  leaving  the  charming 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

and    thoughtful    face    revealed    against   an   even 
spacious  brovvnness.     Only  Ariel  and  the  roses  and 
the  lamp   were  clear;  and  a  strange,   small   pain 
moved  from  Joe's  heart  to  his  throat,  as  he  thought 
that  this  ugly  olHce.  always  before  so  harsh  and 
grim  and  lonely  ~  loneliest  for  him  when  it  had 
been  most  crowded,  —  was  now  transfigured   into 
something  very,  very  different  from  an  office;  that 
this  place  where  he  siit,  with  a  lamp  and  flowers 
on  a  desk  between  him  and  a  woman  who  called 
him  "my  dear,"  must  be  like— hke  something  that 
people  called   "home." 

And  then  he  leaned  across  the  desk  toward  her, 
as  he  said  again  what  he  had  said  a  little  while' 
before, — and  his  voice  trembled: 
"Ariel,  it  is  you?" 
She  looked  at  him  and  smiled. 
"  You'll  be  here  always,  won't  you  >     You're  not 
going  away  from  Canaan  again.?" 

_  For  a  moment  it  seemed  that  she  had  nr.t  hoard 
him.  Then  her  bright  glance  at  him  wavered  and 
fell.  She  rose,  turning  slightly  away  from  him. 
but  not  so  far  that  he  could  net  see  the  sudden 
agitation  in  her  face. 

"Ah!"  he  cried,  rising  too,  "  I  don't  want  vou  to 
thmk  I  don't  understand,  or  that  I  meant  /  should 
ever  ask  you  to  stay  here!  I  couldn't  mean  that, 
you  know  I  couldn't,  don't  you.?     You  know   I 
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understand  that  its  all  just  your  !x-autiful  fnend- 
liness,  don't  you?" 

_;Jt  isn't  beautifuI;,t-sjust;.,.,J,K;'  she  S.KL 
It  couldn  t  be  any  other  way." 

"It's  enough  that  you  sliouM  be  here  now   '  he 

v^n.t^vely,  his  voice  steady,  though  h.l..nd 
^hook  Nothmg  sr>  wonderful  as  your  staving 
coulc  eN-er  actually  happen.  It's  ju.t  a  Hght 
coming  into  a  dark  room  and  out  again.  ( ;ne  dav 
long  ago-I  never  forgot  it  .,„,,.  apple-blossoms 
blew  oy  me  as  I  passed  an  orchard,  and  it's 
like  that.  U.>.  Rut.  oh.  my  dear,  when  you  go 
y  m  n    leave   a    fragrance   in    my    heart    that    u.ll 

She  turned  toward  hun,  her  face  sufTusc-r|  with 
a  rosy  hght.  '•  You'd  rathc-r  have  diV-d  th.n  have 
s^id  that  to  me  once."  she  crie4  ■  fm  gk4  vouV. 
weak  enough  r>ow  to  confers  it!  ' 

He  sank  down  agam  ,nto  hus  chair  .ryl  h«  arms 
fell  heavily  on  th«>  desk      "ConN-ss  ;  •  ■  i^,  cried 
'despairingly        'And   you  .k>n't  .ie^y  that  y.^'r,' 
Koing  away  agam    -so  a'.  trt>-     I  wish  f  Wl^'t 
rea hzed  it  so  s^K.n.     J  thmk  Id  rather  hav.  tr.d 
to  fool  myself  atx>ut  it  a  litt^  k>figer'" 

"Joe."  she  cried,  in  a  v.^ce  r^  great  pain  -.ou 
mustnt  feel  like  that!  How  do  y.u  k^,.  |  ,-n 
Jfoing  away  again'  Why  should  J  want  the  o/^ 
house  put  m  order  unless  [  mean  to  stay.>     Ar^]  ,f 
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I  went,  you  know  that  I  could  never  change;  you 
know  how  I've  always  cared  for  you — " 

"Yes,"  he  sai  1,  "  I  do  know  how.  It  was  always 
the  same  and  it  always  will  be,  won't  it?" 

"I've  shown  that,"  she  returned,  quickly. 

"Yes.  You  say  I  know  how  you've  cared  for 
me — and  I  do.  I  know  how.  It's  just  in  one  cer- 
tain way — Jonathan  and  David — " 

"Isn't  that  a  pretty  good  way,  Joe?" 

"Never  fear  that  I  don't  understand!"  He  got 
to  his  feet  again  and  looked  at  her  steadily. 

"Thank  you,  Joe."  She  wiped  sudden  tears 
from  her  eyes. 

"Don't  you  be  sorry  for  me,"  he  said.  "Do 
you  think  that  'passing  the  love  of  women'  isn't 
enough  for  me?" 

"No,"  she  answered,  humbly. 

"I'll  have  people  at  work  on  the  old  house  to- 
morrow," he  began.     "And  for  the — " 

"  I've  kept  you  so  long'  *  she  interrupted,  helped 
to  a  meek  sort  of  gayety  by  his  matter-of-fact  tone. 
"Good-night,  Joe."  She  gave  him  her  hand.  "I 
don't  want  you  to  come  with  me.  It  isn't  very 
late  and  this  is  Canaan." 

"I  want  to  come  with  you,  however,"  he  said, 
picking  up  his  hat.     "You  can't  go  alone." 

"But  you  are  so  tired,  you — " 

She  was  interrupted.     There  were  muffled,  fly- 
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ing  footsteps  on  the  stairs,  and  a  shabby  little  man 
ran  furtively  into  the  room,  shut  the  door  behind 
him,  and  set  his  back  against  it.  His  face  was 
mottled  like  a  colored  map,  thick  lines  of  per- 
spiration shining  across  the  splotches. 

"Joe."  he  panted,  "I've  got  Nashville  good,  and 
he  s  got  me  good,  too;-I  got  to  clear  out.  He's 
fixed  me  good,  damn  him!  but  he  won't  trouble 
nobody — " 

Joe  was  across  the  roon.  like  a  flying  shadow. 

"Quiet!"  His  voice  rang  like  a  shot,  and  on  the 
instant  his  hand  fell  sharply  across  the  speaker's 
mouth.     "In  there,  Happy!" 

He  threw  an  arm  across  the  little  man's  shoulders 
and  swung  him  toward  the  door  of  the  other  room. 

Happy  Fear  looked  up  from  beneath  the  down- 
bent  brim  of  his  black  slouch  hat ;  his  eyes  followed 
an  imperious  gesture  toward  Ariel,  ga\-e  her  a 
brief,  ghastly  stare,  and  stumbled  into  the  inner 
chamber. 

"  Wait!"  Joe  said,  cavalierly,  to  Ariel.  He  went 
in  quickly  after  Mr.  Fear  and  closed  the  door. 

This  was  Josei)h  Louden,  Attorney-at-Law;  and 
to  Ariel  it  was  like  a  new  face  seen  in  a  flash-light 
-  not  at  all  the  face  of  Joe  The  sense  of  his 
strangeness,  his  unfamiliarity  in  this  electrical 
aspect,  overcame  her.  She  was  possessed  by 
astonishment:     Did  she  know  him  so  well,  after 
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all?  The  strange  client  had  burst  in,  shaken  be- 
yond belief  with  some  passion  unknown  to  her. 
but  Joe,  alert,  and  masterful  beyond  denial,  had 
controlled  him  instantly;  had  swept  him  into  the 
other  room  as  vith  a  broom.  Could  it  be  that 
Joe  sometimes  did  other  things  in  the  same  sweep- 
ing fashion? 

She  heard  a  match  struck  in  the  next  room,  and 
the  voices  of  the  two  men:  Joe's,  then  the  other's, 
the  latter  at  first  broken  and  protestive,  but  soon 
rising  shrilly.  She  could  hear  only  fragments. 
Once  she  heard  the  client  cry.  almost  scream: 
"  By  God !  Joe,  I  thought  Claudine  had  chased  him 
around  there  to  do  me!"  And,  instantly,  followed 
Loudon's  voice: 

"'Steady,  Happy,  steady!" 

The  name  "Claudine "  startled  her;  and  although 
she  had  had  no  comprehension  of  the  argot  of 
Happy  Fear,  the  sense  of  a  mysterious  catastrophe 
oppressed  her;  she  was  sure  that  something  hor- 
rible had  happened.  She  went  to  the  window; 
touched  the  shade,  which  disap;  ^ared  upwarrl 
immediately,  and  lifted  the  sash.  The  front  of  a 
square  building  in  the  Court  -  house  Square  w; 
bright  with  lights;  and  figures  were  passing  in  an.l 
out  of  the  Main  Street  doors.  She  remembered 
that  this  was  the  jail. 

"Claudine!"     The    voice    of    the    husband    tit 
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Claudine  was  like  the  voice  of  one  lamenting  ovtr 
Jerusalem. 

"Steady,  Happy,  steady!" 

"But,  Joe,  if  they  git  me.  what  '11  she  do?     She 
can't  hold  her  job  no  longer— not  after  this 

The  door  opened,  and  the  two  men  came  "out. 
Joe  with  his  hand  on  the  other's  shoulder      The 
splotches  had  gone  from  Happy's  face,  leaving  it 
an  even,  deathly  white.     He  did  not  glance  tow- 
ard Anel;  he  gazed  far  beyond  all  that  was  about 
him;  and  suddenly  she  was  aware  of  a  great  trag- 
edy.    The  little  man's  chin  trembled  and  he  swal- 
lowed  painfully;  nevertheless  he  bore  himself  up- 
right and  dauntlessly  as  the  two  walked  slowly  to 
the  door,   like  men  taking  part   in   some  fateful 
ceremony.     Joe  stopped  upon  the  landing  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs,  but  Happy  Fear  went  on,  clump- 
mg  heavily  down  the  steps. 

"It's  all  right.  Happy,"  said  Joe.  "  If s  better 
tor  you  to  go  alone.  Don't  you  worrv.  I'll  see 
you  through.     It  will  be  all  right." 

"Just  as  you  say.  Joe,"  a  breaking  voice  came 
back  from  the  foot  of  the  steps.-"  just  as  v-;.  sav'" 
The  lawyer  turned  from  the  landing  an<l  went 
rapidly  to  the  window  beside  Ariel.  Together  they 
watched  the  shabb;  little  figure  cross  the  street 
below;  and  she  felt  an  infinite  pathos  gaLhering 
about  it  as  it   pa-sed  for  a  moment,   hesitating. 
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underneath  the  arc  lamp  at  the  corner.  They  law 
the  white  face  Hftcl  as  H.ppy  Fear  gave  one  last 
look  about  hiin ;  then  he  set  his  shouk^^s  sturdily, 
and  steadfastly  entered  the  door  of  the  jail. 

Joe  took  a  deep  breath.  "  N(jvv  we'll  go,"  he 
said.     "I  must  be  quick." 

"What  was  it?"  she  asked,  tremulously,  as  they 
reached  the  street.     "Can  you  tell  mer' 

"  Nothing— just  an  old  storv." 

He  had  not  olTered  her  his  arm,  but  walked  on 
hurriedly,  a  pace  ahead  of  her,  though  she  came 
as  rapiilly  as  she  could.  She  put  her  hand  rather 
timidly  on  his  sleeve,  and  without  need  of  more 
words  from  her  he  understood  her  insistence. 

"That  was  the  husband  of  the  Wf>man  who  told 
you  nor  story,"  he  said.  '  Perhaps  it  would  shock 
you  less  if  I  tell  you  now  than  if  you  heard  it  to- 
morrow, as  you  will.  He's  just  shot  the  '^ither 
man." 

"Killed  him!"  she  gasped. 

"  Yes."  he  answered.  "  He  wanted  to  run  aw^av, 
but  I  wotildn't  let  him.  He  has  my  word  that 
I'll  clear  him,  and  I  made  him  give  himself  up." 
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XVf 

THE    TWO    CAXAAXS 

fHEX  J(X)  left   Ariel    at  Jud^e   Pike's 
.gate   she   lin^rcred    fl,erc.    hr  ellx.w.s 
.upon  the   uppemiost   cross-bar.  liki- 
I  a    village    Kirl    at    tuilijrht.    watchiiiK' 
>his  thin  figure  vanish  into  the  heavv 
shadow  of  the  maples,  then  emerge  momentarily 
ghost-gray  and  rapid,  at  the  lighted  c.ssing  down 
the  street,  to  disappear  again  und.  r  the  trees  I.e- 
yond,  followed  a  second  later  by  a  brownish  streak 
as  the  mongrel  heeled  after  him.     When  they  ha<l 
passed  the  s.-cond  corner  she  could   no   k>n<'er  be 
certam  of  them,  although  the  street  was  straight 
with    flat,    draughtsmanlike    Western    directness' 
both    figures   and   Joe's   quick    footstej^s   mergin- 
with  the  night.     Still  she  .lid  not  turn  t..  go;  did 
not  alter  her  position,  nor  cease  to  gaze  d-wn  the 
dim  street.     Few  lights  shone ;  almost  all  the  win- 
dows of  the  houses  were  darkened,  and,  save  for 
the  summer  murmurs,   the   faint  creak   of  upper 
branches,  and  the  infinitesimal  voices  of  insects  in 
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THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

the  grass,  there  was  silence :  the  pleasant  and  som- 
nolent hush,  swathed  in  which  that  part  of  Canaan 
crosses  to  the  far  side  of  the  eleventh  hour. 

But  Ariel,  not  soothed  b /  this  balm,  sought  be- 
yond it,  to  see  that  imquiet  Canaan  whither  her 
old  friend  bent  his  steps  and  found  his  labor  and 
his  dwelling:  that  other  Canaan  where  peace  did 
not  fall  comfortably  with  the  commg  of  night;  a 
place  as  alien  in  habit,  in  thought,  and  almost  in 
speech  as  if  it  had  been  upon  another  continent. 
And  yet — so  strange  is  the  duality  of  towns — it  lay 
but  a  few  blocks  distant. 

Here,  about  Ariel,  as  she  stood  at  the  gate  of  the 
Pike  Mansion,  the  houses  of  the  good  (secure  of 
salvation  and  daily  bread)  were  closed  and  quiet, 
as  safely  shut  and  sound  asleep  as  the  churches; 
but  deeper  in  the  town  there  was  light  and  life 
and  merry,  evil  industry, — screened,  but  strong  to 
last  until  morning;  there  were  haunts  of  haggard 
merriment  in  plenty :  surreptitious  chambers  where 
roulette  -  wheels  swam  beneath  dizzied  eyes;  ill- 
favored  bars,  reached  by  devious  ways,  where 
quavering  voices  offered  song  and  were  harshly 
checked;  and  through  the  burdened  air  of  this 
Canaan  wandered  heavy  smells  of  musk  like  that 
upon  Happy  Fear's  wife,  who  must  now  be  so  pale 
beneath  her  rouge.  And  above  all  this,  and  for 
all  this,  and  because  of  all  this,  was  that  one  re- 
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sort  to  which  Joe  now  made  his  way ;  that  haven 
whose  hghts  burn  all  night  long,  whose  doors  are 
never  closed,  but  are  open  from  dawn  until  dawn 
— the  jail. 

There,  in  that  desolate  refuge,  lay  Happy  Fear, 
surrendered   sturdily   by    himself  at   Joe's   word! 
The  picture  of  the  little  man  was  clear  and  fresh 
in  Ariel's  eyes,  and  though  she  had  seen  him  when 
he  was  newly  come  from  a  thing  so  terrible  that 
she  could  not  realize  it  as  a  fact,  she  felt  only  an 
overwhelming  pity  for  him.     She  was  not  even 
horror-stricken,  though  she  had  shuddered.     The 
pathos  of  the  shabby  little  figure  crossing  the  street 
toward  the  lighted  doors  had  touched  her.     Some- 
thing about  him  had  appealed  to  her,  for  he  had 
not  seemed  wicked;  his  face  was  not  cruel,  though 
it  was  desperate.     Perhaps  it  was  partly  his  very 
desperation  which  had  moved  her.     She  had  un- 
derstood Joe,  when  he  told  her,  that  this  man  was 
his  friend ;  and  comprehended  his  great  fear  when 
he  said :  "  I've  got  to  clear  him !     I  promised  him. " 
Over  and  over  Joe  had  reiterated:  "I've  got  to 
save   him!      I've   got   to!"      She    had    answered 
gently,  "Yes,  Joe,"  hurrying  to  keep  up  with  him. 
"He's  a  good  man,"  he  said.     "I've  known  few 
better,  given  his  chances.     And  none  of  this  would 
have  happened  except  for  his  old-time  friendship 
for  me.     It  was  his  loyalty— oh,  the  rarest  and 
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THE   CONQUEST   OF  CANAAN 

absurdest  loyalty ! — that  made  the  first  trouble  be- 
tween him  and  the  man  he  shot.  I've  got  to  clear 
him!" 

"Will  it  be  hard?" 

"  They  may  make  it  uo.  I  can  only  see  part  of 
it  surely.  When  his  wife  left  the  ofifice,  she  met 
Cory  on  the  street.  You  saw  what  a  pitiful  kind  of 
fool  she  was,  irresponsible  and  helpless  and  feather- 
brained. There  are  thousands  of  women  like  that 
everywhere — some  of  them  are  'Court  Beauties,' 
I  dare  say — and  they  always  mix  things  up;  but 
they  are  most  dangerous  when  they're  like  Clau- 
dine,  because  then  they  live  among  men  of  action 
like  Cory  and  Fear.  Cory  was  artful :  he  spent  the 
day  about  town  telling  people  that  he  had  always 
liked  Happy;  that  his  ill  feeling  of  yesterday  was 
all  gone ;  he  wanted  tc  find  him  and  shake  his  hand, 
bury  past  troubles  and  be  friends.  I  think  he 
told  Claudine  the  same  thing  when  they  met,  and 
convinced  the  tiny  brainlet  of  his  sincerity.  Cory 
was  a  man  who  'had  a  way  with  nim,'  and  I  can 
see  Claudine  flattered  at  the  idea  of  being  peace- 
maker between  'two  -  --^h  nice  gen'lemen  as  Mr 
Cory  and  Mr.  Fear. '  K..  commonest  asseveration— 
quite  genuine,  too— is  that  she  doesn't  like  to  ha\f 
the  gen'lemen  making  trouble  about  her!  So  the 
poor  imbecile  led  him  to  where  her  husband  was 
waiting.     All  that  Happy  knew  of  this  was  in  her 
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cry  afterwards.     He  was  sitting  alone,  when  Cory 
threw  open  the  door  and  said,  •  I've  got  you  this 
time,   Happy!'     His  pistol  was   raised  but  never 
fired.     He  waited  too  long,  meaning  to  establish 
his  case  of  '  self-defence,'  and  Fear  is  the  quickest 
man  I  know.     Cory  fell  just  inside  the  door.     Clau- 
dme  stumbled  upon  him  as  she  came  running  after 
him,  crying  out  to  her  husband  that  she  'never 
meant  no  trouble,'  that  Cory  had  sworn  to  her  that 
he  only  wanted  to  shake  hands  and  'make  up' 
Other  people  heard  the  shot  and  broke  into  the 
room,  but  they  did  not  try  to  stop  Fear;  he  warned 
them  off  and  walked  out  without  hindrance,  and 
came  to  me.     I've  got  to  clear  him." 

Ariel   knew   what   he  meant:  she  realized   th- 
actual  thing  as  it  was,  and,  though  possessed  bv  a 
strange  feeling  that  it  must  all  be  medievpl  and 
not  possibly  of  to-day,  understood  that  he   would 
have  to  fight  to  keep  his  friend  from  being  killed; 
that  the  unhappy  creature  who  had  run  into  the 
office  out  of  the  dark  stood  in  high  danger  of  hav- 
mg  his  neck  broken,   unless  Joe  could  help  him 
He  made  it  clear  to  her  that  the  State  would  kill 
Happy  if  it  could ;  that  it  would  be  a  point  of  pride 
with  certain  deliberate  men  holding  office  to  take 
the  life  of  the  little  man ;  that  if  they  did  secure  his 
death  it  would  be  set  down  to  their  efficiencv,  and 
was  even  competent  as  campaign  material.'    "I 

255 


rr.< 


'  <  i 


U\ 


m 


:|r, 


1,11 


hi 


m 


II ' 


t 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANaAN 

wloh  to  point  out,"  Joe  had  heard  a  candidate  fot 
re-election  vehemently  orate,  "  that  in  addition  to 
the  other  successful  con\-ictions  I  have  named,  I 
and  my  assistants  have  achieved  the  sending  of 
three  men  to  the  gallows  during  my  term  of  office!" 

"I  can't  tell  yet,"  said  Joe,  at  parting.  "It 
may  be  hard.  I'm  so  sorry  you  saw  all  this 
I—" 

" Oh  no!"  she  cried.     "  I  want  to  understand T' 


i    : 


She  was  still  there,  at  the  gate,  her  elbows  rest- 
ing upon  the  cross-bar,  when,  a  long  time  after  Joe 
had  gone,  there  came  from  the  alley  behind  the 
big  back  yard  the  minor  chordings  of  a  quartette 
of  those  dark  strollers  who  never  seem  to  go  to 
bed,  who  play  by  night  and  playfully  pretend  to 
work  by  day: 

"  You  know  my  soul  is  a-full  o'  them-a-trub-bils. 
Ev-ry  mawn! 
I  cain'  a-walk  withouten  I  stum-bils! 
Then  le'ss  go  on — 
Keep  walkin'  on! 
These  times  is  sow'owful,  an'  I  am  pow'owful 
Sick  an'  fo'lawn!" 

She  heard  a  step  upon  the  path  behind  her,  and. 
turning,  saw  a  white-wrapped  figure  coming  tow- 
ard her. 

"Mamie?"  she  called. 
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"Hush!"  Mamie  lifted  a  wr-ning  hand.  -'The 
windows  are  open."  she  whispered.  '•  They  might 
hear  you!" 

"  Why  haven't  you  gone  to  bed  .>" 
"Oh,  don't  you  see.?"  Mamie  answered,  in  deep 
distress,— "I've  been  sitting  up  for  you.     We  all 
thought  you  were  writing    letters  in  your  room, 
but  after  papa  and  mamma  had  gone  to  bed  I 
went  in  to  tell  you  good  night,  and  you  weren't 
there,  nor  anywhere  else;  so  I  knew  you  must  have 
gone  out.     I've  been  sitting  by  the  front  window 
waitmg  to  let  you  in.  but  I  went  to  sleep  until  a 
httle  while  ago,  when  the  telephone-bell  rang  and 
he  got  up  and  answered  it.     He  kept  talking  a  long 
time;  it  was  something  about  the  Tocsin,  and  I'm 
afraid  there's  been  a  murder  down-town      When 
he  went  back  to  bed  I  fell  asleep  again,  and  then 
those  darkies  woke  me  up.     How  on  earth  did 
you  expect  to  get  in  ?     Don't  you  know  he  always 
locks  up  the  house.?" 

"1  could  have  rung,"  said  Ariel. 
"Oh— oh!"  gasped  Miss  Pike;  and.  after  she  had 
recovered  somewhat,  asked:  "Do  you  mind  telling 
me  where  you've  been.?  I  won't  tell  him-nor 
mamma,  either.  I  think,  after  all,  I  was  wrong 
yesterday  to  follow  Eugene's  advice.  He  meant 
for  the  best,  but  I—" 
"  Don't  think  that.     You  weren't  wrong."   Ariel 
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put  her  arm  round  the  other's  waist.  "  I  went  t(t 
talk  over  some  things  with  Mr.  Louden." 

"I  think,"  whispered  Mamie,  trembhng.  "that 
you  are  the  bravest  girl  I  ever  knew -and— and— I 
could  almost  believe  there's  some  good  in  him. 
since  you  like  him  so.  I  know  there  is.  And  I— I 
think  he's  had  a  hard  time.  I  want  you  to  know 
I  won't  even  tell  Eugene!" 

"You  can  tell  everybody  in  the  world,"  said 
Ariel,  and  kissed  her. 
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MR.    SHEEHAN's    hints 

jEVER,"  said  the  Tocsin  on  the  mor- 
row, "  has  this  community  been  stirred 
to   deeper   in(hgnation    than    by   the 
I  cold-blooded    and    unmitigated    bru- 
'tality  of  the  dei;berate  murder  com- 
mitted almost  under  the  very  shadow  of  the  Court- 
house cupola  last  night.     The  victim  was  not  a 
man  of  good  repute,  it  is  true,  but  at  the  moment 
of  his  death  he  was  in  the  act  of  performing  a  noble 
and  generous  action  which  showed  that  he  might 
have  become,  if  he  lived,  a  good  and  law-fearing 
citizen.     In  brief,  he  went  to  forgive  his  enemy 
and  was  stretching  forth  the  hand  of  fellowship 
when  that  enemy  shot  him  down.     Not  half  an 
hour  before  his  death.  Cory  had  repeated  within 
the  hearing  of  a  dozen  men  what  he  had  been  say- 
ing all  day.  as  many  can  testify:  'I  want  to  find 
my  old  friend  Fear  and  shake  hands  with  him.     I 
want  to  tell  him  that  I  forgive  him  and  that  I  am 
ashamed  of  whatever  has  been  my  part  in  the 
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trouble  between  us.'  He  went  with  that  intention 
to  his  death.  The  wife  of  the  murderer  has  con- 
fessed that  this  was  the  substance  of  whai  he  said 
to  her,  and  that  she  was  convinced  of  his  peaceful 
intentions.  When  they  reached  the  room  where 
her  husband  was  waiting  for  her,  Cory  entered 
first.  Ttio  woman  claims  now  that  as  they  neared 
the  vicinity  he  hastened  forward  at  a  pace  which 
she  could  not  equal.  Naturally,  her  testimony  on 
all  points  favoring  her  husband  is  practically  worth- 
less. She  followed  and  heard  the  murdered  man 
si)c'ak.  though  what  his  words  were  she  declares 
she  docs  not  know,  and  of  course  the  murderer, 
after  consultation  with  his  lawyer,  claims  that  their 
nature  was  threatening.  Such  a  statement,  in  de- 
temiining  the  truth,  is  w^orse  than  valueless.  It  is 
known  and  readily  proved  that  Fear  repeated!"- 
threaten  \  the  deceased's  life  yesterday,  and  there 
is  no  question  in  the  mind  of  any  man,  woman,  or 
child,  who  reads  these  words,  of  th^  '^old-blooded 
nature  of  the  crime.  The  slayer,  wh  ad  formerly 
made  a  murderous  attack  upon  his  victim,  lately 
quarrelled  with  him  and  uttered  threats,  as  we 
have  stated,  upon  his  life.  The  dead  man  came 
to  him  with  protestations  of  friendship  and  was 
struck  down  a  corpse.  It  is  underst:  jd  that  the 
defence  will  in  desperation  set  up  the  theory  ot 
self-defence,  based  on  an  unsubstantiated  claim  that 
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Cory  enterc-l  the  room  with  a  drawn  pistol      X« 
pistol  was  foun.l  in  the  room.     Tlio  weaiv,n  with 
wh:ch  the  (Iced  was  accomplished  was  found  up<m 
the  person  of  the  murderer  when  he  was  seized  by 
the  police,  one  chamber  discharged.     Another  re 
volver   was   discovered    upon    the    person   of    the 
woman,  when  she  was  arrested  on  the  scene  of  the 
crime.     This,  upon  being  strictly  interrogated    she 
said  she  had  picked  up  from  the  floor  in  the  con- 
fusion, thinking  it  was  her  husband's  and  hoping 
to  conceal  it.     The  chambers  were  full  an<l  undis- 
charged, and  u     have  heard  it  surmised  that  the 
defence  means  to  claim  that  it  was  Cory's      Corv 
doubtless  went  on  his  errand  of  forgiveness  un- 
armed, and  beyond  doubt  ti  «  second  weapon  be- 
longed to  the  woman  herself,  who  has  an  unenvi- 
able record. 

"The  point  of  it  all  is  plainly  this  her.-  is  n  un- 
questionable murder  in  the  first  de^-  v  m  the 
people  of  this  city  and  county  are  outra  and 
incensed  that  such  a  crime  should  ha'.r  Loen  x)m- 
mitted  in  their  law-abiding  and  rpsj)ectah5-  ^r,fn- 
munity.  With  whom  does  the  fault  ; 
whose  head  is  this  murder.'     Xot  with  u- 

thonties,  for  they  do  not  countenance  crime        fas 
it  come  to  the  pass  that,  counting  on  jugglcnr     .f 
the   law,    criminals   believe   that   thev   may 
maim,  burn,  and  slay  as  they  list  without  pi:  lisi 
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ment '  Is  this  to  bo  anotlu-r  instance  of  tlic  '  w's 
delays  and  innTuniity  lor  a  hideous  -'rime,  com- 
passed l>y  a  cunning'  and  cynical  trickster  of  lejjal 
technicalities'  The  i»eo])le  of  Canaan  cry  out  for 
a  speedy  trial,  speedy  cmivictioti,  and  spee<ly  pun 
ishment  of  this  cold-blooded  and  tnurderous  irion 
ster.  If  he  is  not  dealt  with  (|uickly  according' 
to  his  deserts,  the  climax  is  upoti  us  and  the  limit 
of  Canaan's  patii'tue  has  been  reached. 

"One  last  word,  and  we  shall  be  j^lad  to  havi- 
its  significance  noted:  J.  LoL.>len,  Ivstj.,  has  been 
retained  for  the  defence!  The  murderer,  before 
being  af)prehended  by  the  authorities,  7vcnt  straight 
from  the  scene  of  his  crime  to  place  his  retainer 
in  his  attorney's  pocket!     How   long   is   this  T(^ 

LAST? 

The  Tocsin  was  quoted  on  street  corners  that 
morning,  in  shop  and  store  and  ofhce,  wherever 
people  talked  of  the  Cory  murder;  and  that  was 
everywhere,  for  the  })eople  of  Canaan  and  of  the 
country  roundal)out  talked  of  nothing  else.  Wom- 
en chattered  of  it  in  ]xirlor  and  kitchen ;  men  gath- 
ered in  small  groups  on  the  street  and  shook  their 
heads  ominously  over  it;  farmers,  meeting  on  the 
road,  halted  their  teams  and  loudly  damned  the 
little  man  in  the  Canaan  jail ;  milkmen  lingered  on 
back  porches  over  their  cans  to  agree  with  cooks 
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that  it  was  an  awful  tiling,  ari-l  f  ■•  ,f  ,\rr  ;,nv 
tnan  .Icscrvi-.l  lianKin.i,'.  that  there  Iwar  .irs.  rvcl  it 
his  lawyer  al..ii;^r  witli  him'  Tipsv  tn.n  ham 
mcre.l  bars  with  fists  an.l  luvr-Klass.s.  iii.|iiirifiK 
if  there  was  n*.  r'"-.-  t..  he  liad  in  th<'  t..w;i,  ;ni<l 
Joe  F.()U(ien.  re  .  ^ri^  to  his  oHiee  from  the  httle 
restaurant  who.  ..e  sometimes  ate  his  l.reakfast. 
heaf'l  hisses  following'  him  alon::  Main  Sireet.  A 
clerk,  a  fat-shouMerc'!,  hlue-apn.ned.  pimple- 
checked  youth,  stood  in  tlieopen  doors  of  a  ^'rocery. 
■•nd  as  he  passed,  stared  him  in  the  f.:.  and  sai(i 
"Yah!"  with  su[)reme  dist^njst. 

Joe  stopped.     "  Why  >"  he  asked,  mil.lly. 

The  clerk  put  two  fin^rcrs  in  his  mouth  and 
whistled  shrilly  in  derision.  "You'd  ort  to  he 
run  out  o'  tr)wn!"  he  exclaimed. 

'I  believe,"  said  Joe,  "that  wc  have  never  mot 
>     ore." 

"Go  on,  you  shyster!" 

Joe  looked  at  him  j^ravcly.  "My  dear  sir."  he 
returned,  "you  speak  to  me  with  'the  familiarity 
"f  an  old  friend  " 

The  clerk  did  not  recover  so  far  as  to  he  capable 
of  repartee  until  Joe  had  entererl  his  own  stairway. 
Then,  with  a  bitter  sneer,  he  seized  a  bad  potato 
from  an  open  l)arrel  and  threw  it  at  the  mongrel. 
who  had  paused  to  e.xamine  the  landscape.  The 
missile  failed,  and  Respectability,  after  bestowing  a 
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slightly  injured  look  upon  the  clerk,  followed  his 
master. 

In  the  office  the  red-bearded  man  sat  waiting. 
Not  so  red-bearded  as  of  yore,  however,  was  Mr. 
Sheehan,  but  grizzled  and  gray,  and,  this  morning, 
gray  of  face,  too,  as  he  sat,  perspiring  and  anxious, 
wiping  a  troubled  brow  with  a  black  silk  handker- 
chief. 

"Here's  the  devil  and  all  to  pay  at  last,  Joe," 
he  said,  uneasily,  on  the  other's  entrance.  "This 
is  the  worst  I  ever  knew ;  and  I  hate  to  say  it,  but  I 
doubt  ver  pullin'  it  off." 

"I've  got  to,  Mike." 

"I  hope  on  my  soul  there's  a  chanst  of  it!  I 
like  the  little  man,  Joe." 

"So  do  I." 

"  I  know  ye  do,  my  boy.  But  here's  this  Tocsin 
kickin'  up  the  public  sentiment ;  and  if  there  ever 
was  a  follcrin'  sheep  on  earth,  it's  that  same  public- 
sentiment!" 

"If  it  weren't  for  th.-it" — Joe  flung  himself 
heavily  in  a  chair — "there'd  not  be  so  much 
trouble.     It's  a  clear  enough  case." 

"But  don't  ye  see,"  interrupted  Sheehan,  "the 
Tocsin's  tried  it  and  convicted  him  aforehand ' 
And  that  if  things  keep  goin'  the  way  they'xo 
started  to-day,  the  gran'  jury's  boimd  to  indid 
him,   and  the   trial  jury   Uj  convict   him?     They 
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wouldn't  dare  not  to!     What's  more,  they'll  wane 
to!    And   they'll   rush   the   trial,   summer  or  no 
summer,  and—" 
"I  know,  I  know." 

"  I'll  tell  ye  one  thing,"  said  the  other,  wiping  his 
forehead  with  the  black  handkerchief,  "and  that's 
this,  my  boy:  last  night's  business  has  just  about 
put  the  cap  on  the  Beach  fer  me.  I'm  sick  of  it 
and  I'm  tired  of  it!     I'm  ready  to  quit,  sir'" 

Joe  looked  at  him  sharply.  "Don't  you  think 
my  old  notion  of  what  might  be  done  could  be 
made  to  pay?" 

Sheehan  laughed.     "  Whoo!     You  and  ver  hints 
Joe!     How  long  past   have  ye  come  around   me 
with   'em!     'I  b'Heve  ye  c'd  make  more  monev 
MikeZ-that's  the  way  ye'd  put  it.-' if  ve  altered 
the  Beach  a  bit.     Make  a  little  countrv-side  res- 
taurant of  it,'  ye'd  say.  'and  have  good  cookin' 
and  keep  the  boys  and  girls  from  raisin'  so  much 
hell    out    there.     Soon    ye'd    have    other    ncople 
comin'  beside  the  regular  crowd.     Make  a   little 
.garden  on   the  shore,   and   let   'em  eat  at  tables 
under  trees  an'  grape-arbors—'" 

"Well,  why  not.'"  asked  Joe. 

"Haven't  I  been  tellin'  ye  I'm  thinkin'  of  if 
It  s  only  yer  way  of  hintin'that's  funny  to  me  -ver 
u-:iy  of  savin'  I'd  make  more  money,  because  yJ're 
afraid  of  preachin'  at  any  of  us:  partly  because  ye 
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know  tlir  little  jviod  jt    M  l>p,  .itid  |);irtly    hec.nisr 
vc   li;i\t>   luiiiKti-.      Wrll.    I'm   tliijikiti'   vc'll  K''    V' 
\v,iv.      /';;;   willin'   t<>  j'.n  into  the  iiiissioii.iry  I'usi 
lU'SS  with  \c!" 

"Mike!"  s.iid  ]iH\  .iiiinilv,  1ml  lie  j!;rc\v  very  fnl 
.111(1  t";iilctl  to  meet   t  lie  ot  liet's  eve.  "I'tn  iiot 

"  ^'es.  ve  .ire!"  eried  Slieeli;m.  "Yes,  sir!  It's 
a  tliiiij,^  ve  proli'lv  li.ix-eii't  liail  tlie  tierxc  to  s,iv 
to  yersell  sitiei-  .i  hov,  l>ut  tint's  y<"r  notion  inside: 
ve'ti'  liltli"  better  tli.in  ;i  mission.iry!  It  took  me  ;i 
lonv::  \vhili>  to  Mnd»Mst;ind  wli.it  was  drivin'  ye.  hut 
I  i\i)  now.  And  ye've  }.'.one  the  rij;lil  w.iy  about  it, 
because  v.e  know  ye'll  stand  ler  ns  when  we're  in 
trouble  and  l"i}j;lit  ti-r  us  till  we  y^\[  a  S(|uare  de.il,  ;is 
yi>'ri>  j^oin'  to  (i.^ht  I'or  II,i|)|)v  now." 

foe  looked  deeply  troubk'd.  "Never  mind," 
he  said,  i-rossly.  and  with  visible  embarrassment. 
"  Vmi  think  you  couldn't  make  more  at  the  Beaeh 
it"  you  ran  it  on  tny  plan?" 

"  I'm  s^ame  to  try."  said  vSheelian.  slowly.  "  I'm 
ioit  old  to  h.old  'em  down  out  there  the  way  I  yoost.i 
could,  and  I'm  sick  of  it  sick  of  it  into  the  vi-ry 
bones  o\'  me!"  He  wiped  his  forelicad.  "Where's 
riaudine?" 

"  Held  as  a  witness." 

"I'm  not  sorry  fer  hn  !"  sai(l  the  red-bearded 
man.  emphatically.  "Women  o'  that  kind  are  so 
hj:;lit-headeil  it's  a  wonder  they  don't  float.     Think 
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'•"''"'   "    '"    •"•'    •loti,,...'       T...,l<    ,t    (..,    ,;,.,nt,.-,|    ,f,   w,r. 

II-'PI'V''..  •■"1.1  \\i,,uyh\.  sli.'M  1,..I,,  Inn,  I,y  l,,,!,,.'  it.! 
There's  a  Ii;,nl  p., ml.  I,,-  y<.,  j,,,.;  |,,  ,„,,.,,,  ,,„.  .^^^^ 
l'<-l"nK<'.l  (..  (\.rv.  Tlien's  „ol„.lv  al.Mit  I'.Te 
e.Mil.l  svve.-.r  I.,  il.  (  e,,nl.|trf,  niy',.|f,  l,|,oii;.(,  | 
loree.l  him  (,<.  slick  il,  Lack  in  h,:.  ,,o(  k.l,  yej.lc,- 
(lay.  Me  was  a  waixlerer,  loo;  ati'l  ve'Il  have 
to  send  a  keen  on.,  lo  ira.-e  hun.  [';„  l.hinkin'. 
tr.  find  where  he  ^"1  il.  so's  y.-  (an  show  it  i,,' 
court." 

"I'm  ^;oinK'  rnvs.^ir.      I'v,-  found  onl,  tJial,  liecarne 
here  from  Denver." 

"And  from  where  hefore  l.lial  .'" 

"I  don't  kn.)W,  I.tiT  I'll  k.rp  on  Iravelhn^'  till  I 
K'<'t  what  I  want." 

"That's  rJKht.  niv  l.oy  "  exelaimerj  IJie  other, 
lieartily.  "  It  may  !).•  a  hnv,'  trii*.  '"it  y'n:  all  th.' 
httio  man  has  to  .lep.-nd  on.  Dirl  y,.  ,,-,ti((;  the 
Tocsin  didn't  even  ^Mve  him  the-  credit  fer  ^'ivin' 
liimself  up?" 

"Yes,"  said  Joe.     "It's  part  ni  their  Kame." 
"Did    it   strike   ye   now,"    .Mr.    Sheehan    .-skerl, 
earnestly,  leaninj.,'  forwarrl  in  his  chair,       "f]ir|  it 
strike  ye  that  the  Tocsin  was  aimin'  mr.re  to  r],> 
Mappy  harm  because  of  you  than  himself.'" 

"Yes."     Joe  looked  sadly  out  of  the  windrow. 
"I've  thought  that  over,  and  it  seen.ed  possible 
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that  I  might  do  Happy  m«>iv  good  by  giving  his 
case  to  some  other  lawyer." 

"No,  sir!"  oxclaimed  the  proprietor  of  Beaver 
Beach,  loudly.  "They've  begun  their  attack; 
they're  bound  to  keep  it  up,  and  they'd  manage  to 
turn  it  to  the  discredit  of  both  of  ye.  Besides, 
Happy  wouldn't  have  no  other  lawyer;  he'd  ruther 
be  hung  with  you  fightin'  fer  him  than  be  cleared 
by  anybody  else.  I  b'lieve  it, — on  my  soul  I  do! 
But  look  here,"  he  went  on,  leaning  still  farther 
forward ;  "  I  want  to  know  if  it  struck  ye  that  this 
morning  the  Tocsin  attacked  ye  in  a  way  that  was 
somehow  vi'lenter  than  ever  before?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Joe,  "because  it  was  aimed  to 
strike  where  it  would  most  count." 

"It  ain't  only  that,"  said  the  other,  excitedly. 
"It  ain't  only  that!  I  want  ye  to  listen.  Now 
see  here :  the  Tocsin  is  Pike,  and  the  town  is  Pike — 
I  mean  the  town  ye  naturally  belonged  to.  Ain't 
it?" 

"  In  a  way,  I  suppose — yes." 

"  In  a  w^ay !"  echoed  the  other,  scornfully.  "  Ye 
know  it  is!  Even  as  a  boy  Pike  disliked  ye  and 
hated  the  kind  of  a  boy  ye  was.  Ye  wasn't  re- 
spectable and  he  was!  Ye  wasn't  rich  and  he  was! 
Ye  had  a  grin  on  yer  face  when  ye'd  meet  him  (m 
the  street."  The  red-bearded  man  broke  off  at  :i 
gesture  from  Joe  and  exclaimed  sharply:  "Don't 
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deny  it!  /  know  what  yo  was  like!  Yc  wasn't 
impudont,  but  ye  looked  at  him  as  if  yv  saw  through 
him.  Now  listen  and  I'll  lead  ye  somewhere!  Vf 
run  with  riffraff,  naggers,  and  even"— Mr.  Sheehan 
lifted  a  forefinger  solemnly  and  shook  it  at  his 
auditor— "and  even  with  the  Irish!  Now  I  ask 
ye  this:  ye've  had  one  part  of  Canaan  with  ye  from 
the  start,  my  part,  that  is ;  but  the  other's  against 
ye;  that  part's  Pike,  and  it's  the  rulin'  part—" 

"Yes,  Mike,"  said  Joe,  wearily.  "In  the  spirit 
of  things.     I  know." 

"  No,  sir,"  cried  the  other.  "  That's  the  trouble : 
ye  don't  know.  There's  more  in  Canaan  than  ye've 
understood.  Listen  to  this:  Why  was  tlie  Tocsin's 
attack  harder  this  morning  than  ever  beff)re  ?  On 
yer  soul  didn't  it  sound  so  bitter  that  it  sounded 
desprit.;*  Now  why?  It  looked  to  me  as  if  it 
had  started  to  ruin  ye,  this  time  fer  good  and  all! 
Why  ?  What  have  ye  had  to  do  with  Martin  Pike 
lately?  H  the  old  wolf  got  to  injure  ye?"  Mr. 
Sheehan 's  voice  rose  and  his  eyes  gleamed  under 
bushy  brows.  "  Think,"  he  finished.  "What's  hap- 
pened lately  to  make  him  bite  so  hard  ?" 

There  were  some  faded  roses  on  the  desk,  and  as 
Joe's  haggard  eyes  fell  upon  them  the  answer 
came.  "What  makes  you  thi-.k  Judge  Pi.'<e  isn't 
trustworthy?"  he  had  asked  Ariel,  and  her  reply 
had  been :  "  Nothing  very  definite,  unless  it  was  his 
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look  when  I  told  him  that  I  meant  to  ask  you  in 
take  charge  of  things  for  me." 

He  got  slowly  and  amazerlly  to  his  feet.   "  You've 
got  it!"  he  said. 

"Ye  see.?"  cried  Mike  Sheehan,  slapping  his 
thigh  with  a  big  hand.  "On  my  soul  I  have  the 
penetration!  Ye  don't  need  to  tell  me  one  thing 
except  this:  I  told  ye  I'd  lead  ye  somewhere; 
haven't  I  kept  me  word.?" 
"Yes,"  said  Joe. 

"But  I  have  the  penetration!"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Sheehan.  "Should  I  miss  my  guess  if  I  said  that 
ye  think  Pike  may  be  scared  ye'll  stumble  on  his 
track  in  some  queer  performances.?  Should  I 
miss  it?" 

"No."  said  Joe.     "You  wouldn't  miss  it." 
"Just  one  thing  more."     The  red-bearded  man 
rose,  mopping  the  inner  band  of  his  straw  hat 
"In    the    matter    of    yer    runnin'    fer    Mavor 
now — "  '     ' 

Joe,  who  had  begun  to  pace  up  and  down  the 
room,  made  an  impatient  gesture.  "  Pshaw'"  he 
interrupted;  buc  his  friend  stopped  him  with  a 
hand  laid  on  his  arm. 

"  Don't  be  treatin'  it  as  clean  out  of  all  possibility 
Joe  Louden.  If  ye  do,  it  shows  ye  haven't  sen^e 
to  know  that  nobody  can  say  what  way  the  wind's 
blowm'  week  after  next.     All  the  boys  want  ye: 
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Louie  T^arbach  wants 


Who 


IS  It  that  doesn't 


yv,  and  Louie  I 


las  a 


-s.n 


'  Cana; 
Hold 


want  ve?' 


in. 


said  J 


oe. 


git  the 


up!     It's  Pike's  C 


nnan  ye  mean.     U  V( 


^^        nomination,  ye'd  be  elected,  wouldn't  ve  - 

I  couldn't  be  nominated." 
"I  ain't  claimin'  ye'd  git  Martin  Pike's  vote" 
returned  Mr.  Sheehan.  sharply,   -though  I  don't 
say  It  s  impossible.     Ye'^•e  got  to  beat  him.  that's 
all      Ye  ve  got  to  do  to  him  what  he's  done  to  yon 
and  what  he's  tryin'  to  do  now  worse  than  eve; 
before.     Well-there  may  be  ways  to  do  it;  and 
If  he  tempts  me  enough.  I  may  fergit  mv  troth  and 
honor  as  a  noble  gentleman  and  help"  ve  with  a 
word  ye  d  never  guess  yerself. " 

"You've  hinted  at  such  mysteries  before,  Mike  " 
Joe  sn,ded.     "  I'd  be  glad  to  know  what  vou  mean 
It  there  s  anything  in  them." 

"It  may  come  to  that,"  said  the  other,  with 
some  embarrassment.  "  It  may  come  to  that  some 
flay.  If  the  old  wolf  presses  me  too  hard  in  the 
matter  o'  tryin'  to  git  the  little  man  across  the 
street  hanged  by  the  neck  and  yerself  mobbed  fer 
helpm  him!     But  to-day  I'll  sav  no  more  " 

"Very  well.  Mike."     Joe  turned  wearily  to  his 

Ix     ou    "^"""'^  ''^''"^  ^°''  ^°  ^'^'^^  ^^"y  promises." 

Mr  Sheehan  had  gone  to  the  door,  but  he  paused 

on  the  threshold,  and  wiped  his  forehead  again. 
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"And  I  flop't  want  to  break  any,"  lie  said,  "hut  if 
ever  the  time  should  come  when  I  couldn't  h  '•« 
it"  -  he  lowered  his  voice  to  a  hoarse  but  piercing 
whisper — "that  will  oe  the  devourin'  angel's  day 
for  Martui  Pike!" 
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IN    TH''    MEAT   OF    TtIR    DAY 
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JT  was  a  morning  of  the  warmest  week 
of  mid -July,  ami  Canaan   lay  inert 

'and  helpless  beneath  a  broiling  sun. 
The   few   people   who   moved   abf)ut 

ithe   streets  went   languidly,   keeping 

close  to  the  waL  on  the  shady  side;  the  women  in 

thin  white  fabrics;  the  men,  often  coatlcss,  carrying 

palm-leaf  fans,  and  replacing  collars  with  hand 

kerchiefs.     In   the  Gmrt  -  house  yard   the  mapli 

leaves,  gray  with  blown  tlust  and  grown  to  great 

breadth,    drooped    heavily,    depressing    the   long^ 

motionless  branches  with  their  weight,  so  low  that 

the  four  or  five  shabby  idlers,  upon  the  benches 

beneath,  now  and  then  flicked  them  sleepily  with 

whittled  sprigs.     The  doors  and  windows  of  the 

stores  stood  open,  displaying  limp  wares  of  trade, 

but  few  tokens  of  life;  the  clerks  hanging  over  dim 

counters  as  far  as  possible  from  the  glare  in  front, 

gossiping  fragmentarily,   usually  about   the  Cory 

murder,  and,  anon,  upon  a  subject  suggested  by 
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tho  si^'ht  of  an  occasional  [K'dostrian  passing,'  per- 
spiring by  with  scrooj^'cd  eyelids  and  purpling  skin. 
From  street  and  sidewalk,  transparent  hot  '  aves 
swam   up  and   danced   themselves   into   nothing; 
while  from  the  river  bank,  a  half-rnile  away,  came 
a  sound  hotter  than  even  the  locust's  midsummer 
rasp:  the  drone  of  a  planing -mill.     A  chance  boy, 
lying  prone  in  the  grass  of   the  Court-house  yard.' 
was  annoyed  by  the  relentless  chant  and  lifted  his 
head    to    mock    it:    " Awr-eer-aur-eerf    Shut    up, 
Ciw'f   you?"     The  effort   was  exhausting:  he  re^ 
lapsuti  and  suffered  with  increasing  malice  but  in 
silence. 

Abruptly  there  was  a  violent  outbreak  on  the 
"National  House"  comer,  as  when  a  quiet  farm- 
house is  startled  by  some  one's  inadvertently  bring- 
ing  down  all  the  tin  from  a  shelf  in  the  pantry.  The 
loafers  on  the  benches  turned  hopefully,  saw  what 
it  was,  then  closed  their  eyes,  and  slumped  back 
into  their  former  positions.  The  outbreak  sub- 
sided as  suddenly  as  it  had  arisen :  Colonel  Flitcroft 
pulled  Mr.  Arp  down  into  his  chair  again,  and  it 
was  all  over. 

Greater  heat  than  that  of  these  blazing  days 
could  not  have  kept  one  of  the  sages  from  attend- 
ing the  conclave  now.  For  the  battle  was  on  in 
Canaan :  and  here,  upon  the  National  House  corner, 
under  the  shadow  of  the  west  wall,  it  waxed  even 
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keener.     Perhaps  we  may  fmd  full  jv,stif,cati,.n  fr.r 
calling  what  was  hapijcning  a  hattle  in  so  far  as  wc 
rcstnct  the  figure  to  apply  to  this  one  spot  •  else- 
where, in  the  Canaan  of  the  Tocsiu,  the  conflict 
•vas  t(K)  one-sided.     The  Tocsin  had  indeed  tried 
t.ie  case  of  Happy  Fear  in  advance,  had  convieted 
and  condemned,  and  every  day  grew  more  bitter 
Nor  was  the  urgent  vigor  of  its  attack  without 
effect.     Sleepy  as  Main  Street  seemed  in  the  heat 
the  town  was  incensed  and  roused  to  a  tensity  r,f 
feeling  it  had  not  known  since  the  qWW  war  when 
on  occasion,  it  had  set  out  to  hang  half  a  dozen 
"Knights  of  the  Golden  Circle."     J.^c  had  been 
hissed  on  the  street  many  times  since  the  inimical 
clerk  had  whistled  at  him.     Probably  demonstra- 
tions of  that  sort  would  have  continued  had  he 
■  -mained  in  Canaan ;  but  for  almost  a  month  he 
had  been  absent  and  his  office  closed,  its  threshold 
gray  with  dust.     There  were  people  who  believed 
that  he  had  run  away  again,  this  time  never  to  re- 
turn; among  those  who  held  to  this  opinion  being 
Mrs.  Louden  and  her  sister,  Joe's  stepaunt.     Upon 
only  one  point  was  everybody  agreed :  that  twelve 
men  could  not  be  found  in  the  county  who  could 
be  so  far  persuaded   and   befuddled   bv   Louden 
that  they  would  dare  to  allow  Happy  Fear  to  es- 
cape.    The  women   of  Canaan,   incensed   by   the 
terrible  circumstance  of  the  case,   as  the   Tocsin 
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colored  it — a  man  shot  down  in  the  act  of  begging 
his  enemy's  forgiveness — clamored  as  loudly  as 
the  men:  there  was  only  the  difference  that  the 
latter  vociferated  for  the  hanging  of  Happy ;  their 
good  ladies  used  the  word  "punishment." 

And  yet,  while  the  place  rang  with  condemna- 
tion of  the  little  man  in  the  jail  and  his  attorney, 
there  were  voices,  here  and  there,  uplifted  on  the 
other  side.  People  existed,  it  astonishingly  ap- 
peared, who  liked  Happy  Fear.  These  were  for  the 
greater  part  obscure  and  even  darkling  in  their 
lives,  yet  quite  demonstrably  human  beings,  able 
to  smile,  suffer,  leap,  run,  and  to  entertain  fancies; 
e\  (>n  to  have,  according  to  their  degree,  a  certain 
rudimentary  sense  of  right  and  wrong,  in  spite  of 
which  they  strongly  favored  the  prisoner's  acquit- 
tal. Precisely  on  that  account,  it  was  argued,  an 
acquittal  would  outrage  Canaan  and  lay  it  open 
to  untold  danger:  such  people  needed  a  lesson. 

The  Tocsin  interviewed  the  town's  great  ones, 
printing  their  opinions  of  the  heinousness  of  the 
crime  and  the  character  of  the  defendant's  lawyer. 
.  .  .  "The  Hon.  P.  J.  Parrott,  who  so  ably  repre- 
sented this  county  in  the  Legislature  some  fourteen 
years  ago,  could  scarcely  restrain  himself  when 
approached  by  a  reporter  as  to  his  sentiments  anenL 
the  repulsive  deed.  '  I  sliould  like  to  know  how 
long  Canaan  is  going  to  put  up  with  this  sort  of 
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business,'  were  his  words.     'I  am  a  law-abiding 
citizen,  and  I  have  served  faithfullv,  and  with  my 
full  endeavor  and  ability,  to  enact  the  laws  and 
statutes  of  my  State,  but  there  is  a  point  in  mv 
patience,    I   would   state,   whieh   lau'breakers  and 
their  lawyers  may  not  safely  pass.     Of  what  use 
are  our  most  solemn  enactments,  I  may  even  ask 
of  what  use  is  the  Legislature  itself,  chosen  bv  the 
will  of  the  people,  if  they  are  to  ruthlesslv  be  set 
aside   by   criminals   and    their   shifty   pro'tectors' 
The  blame  should  be  put  upon  the  lawyers  who  by 
tricks  enable  such  rascals  to  escape  the  rigors  of 
the  carefully  enacted  laws,  the  fruits  of  the  Solon's 
labor,  more  than  upon  the  criminals  themselves. 
In  this  case,  if  there  is  any  miscarriage  of  justice,  I 
will  say  here  and   now  that   in  my  opinion   tlie 
people  of  this  county  will  be  sorely  tempted ;  and 
while  I  do  not  believe  in  lynch-law.  vet  if  that 
should  be  the  result  it  is  my  unalterable  con\-ic- 
tion  that  the  vigilantes  may  well  turn  their  atten- 
tion to  the  lawyers-  (V  /aw;rr— who  bring  about 
such  miscarriage.     I  am  sick  of  it. '" 

The  Tocsin  did  not  print  the  interview  it  obtained 
from  Louie  Farbach— the  same  Louie  Farbach  who 
long  ago  had  owned  a  beer-saloon  with  a  little  room 
behind  the  bar.  where  a  shabby  b-n'  sometimes 
I'layed  dominoes  and  "seven-up"  with  l.xifers: 
not  quite  the  same   Louie   Farbach.   ho 
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outward  circumstance:  for  he  was  now  the  brewer 
of  Farbach  Beer  and  making  Canaan  famous.  His 
rise  had  been  Teutonic  and  sure;  and  he  con- 
tributed one-twentieth  of  his  income  to  the  Ger- 
man Orphan  Asylum  and  one-tenth  to  his  party's 
campaign  fund.  The  twentieth  saved  the  orphans 
from  the  county,  while  the  tithe  gave  the  county 
to  his  party. 

He  occupied  a  kitchen  chair,  enjoying  the  society 
of  some  c'  Kens  in  a  wired  enclosure  behind  the 
new  Italian  villa  he  had  erected  in  that  part  of 
Canaan  where  he  would  be  most  uncomfortable, 
and  he  looked  woodenly  at  the  reporter  when  the 
latter  put  his  question. 

"Hef  you  any  aguaintunce  ofif  Mitster  Fear?" 
he  inquired,  in  return,  with  no  expression  de- 
cipherable either  upon  his  Gargantuan  face  or  in 
his  heavily  enfolded  eyes. 

"No,  sir,"  replied  the  reporter,  grinning.  "I 
never  ran  across  him." 

"  Dot  iss  a  goot  t'ing  fer  you,"  said  Mr.  Farbach, 
stonily.  "  He  iss  not  a  man  peobles  bedder  try  to 
run  across.  It  iss  what  Gory  tried.  Now  Gory  iss 
dead." 

The  reporter,  slightly  puzzled,  lit  a  cigarette. 
"See  here,  Mr.  Farbach,"  he  urged,  "I  only  want 
a  word  or  two  about  this  thing;  and  you  might 
give  me  a  brief  expression  concerning  that  man 
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Louden  besides:  just  a  hint  of  what  you  think  of 
his  influence  here,  you  know,  and  of  the  kind  of 
sharp  work  he  practises.     Something  Hkc  that." 

''  I  see,"  said  the  brewer,  slowly.  "  Happy  Fear 
I  hef  knowt  for  a  goot  many  years.  He  iss  a  goot 
frient  of  mine  " 

"What.?" 

"Choe  Louten  iss  a  bedder  one,"  continued  Mr 
Farbach.  turning  again  to  stare  at  his  chickens 

Lrit  OWlt. 

"What.?" 

"Git  owit."  repeated  the  other,  without  oassioi 
without  anger,  without  any  expression  whaisoever' 
Cjit  owit." 

The   reporter's   prejudice   against   the   German 
nation  dated  from  that  moment. 

There  were  others,  here  and  there,  who  were  less 
self-contained   than   the   brewer.     A    farm-hand 
struck  a  fellow  laborer  in   the  harvest  -  field   for 
speaking  ill  of  Joe;  and  the  unravelling  of  a  strange 
street  fight,  one  day,  disclosed  as  its  cause  a  like 
resentment,  on  the  part  of  a  blind  broom-maker 
engendered  by  a  like  offence.     The  broom-maker's 
companion,  reading  the  Tocsin  as  the  two  walked 
together  had  begun  the  quarrel  by  remarking  that 
Happy  Fear  ought  to  be  hanged  once  for  his  ou-n 

T.V^t  '1!^  """''   "'^  ^^^^^  ^^P  ^hat  shvster 
Louden.       Warm  words  followed,  leading  to  ex- 
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tremely  material  conflict,  in  which,  in  spite  of 
his  blindness,  the  broom-maker  had  so  much  the 
best  ot  it  that  he  was  removed  from  the  triumphant 
attitude  he  had  assumed  toward  the  person  of 
his  adversary,  which  was  an  admirable  imitation 
of  the  dismounted  St.  George  and  the  Dragon,  and 
conveyed  to  the  jail.  Keenest  investigation  failed 
tf)  reveal  anything  oblique  in  the  man's  record ;  to 
the  astonishment  of  Canaan,  there  was  nothin.c^ 
against  hn.i.  He  was  blind  and  moderately  poor; 
but  a  rebpectable,  hard  -  working  artisan,  and  a 
pride  to  the  church  in  which  he  was  what  has 
been  called  an  "active  worker."  It  was  discov- 
ered that  his  sensitiveness  to  his  companion's 
attack  on  Joseph  Louden  arose  from  the  fact  that 
Joe  had  obtained  the  acquittal  of  an  imbecile  sister 
of  the  blind  man,  a  two-thirds-witted  woman  who 
had  been  charged  with  bigamy. 

The  Tocsin  made  what  it  couH  of  this,  and  so 
dexterously  that  the  wrath  of  Canaan  was  oin' 
farther  jot  increased  against  the  shyster.  A}',  tlic 
town  was  hot,  inside  and  out. 

Let  us  consider  the  Forum.  Was  there  cwv 
before  such  a  summer  for  the  "  National  House  '" 
corner  ?  How  voices  first  thundered  there,  tlicii 
cracked  and  piped,  is  not  to  be  rendered  in  all  tl;c 
talcs  of  tlie  fathers.  One  who  would  make  \i\iM 
the  great  doings  must  indeed   "dip  his  brusli  in 
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earthquake  and 


ea.uxquaKe  and  eclipse'  ;  even  then  he  could  but 
picture  the  credible,  and  must  despair  of  this-  the 
silence  of  Eskew  Arp.     Not  that  Eslanv  held  his 
t<)ngue.  not   that   he   was  chary   of  speech -no' 
0  taupora,  O  mores!     Xof     But  that  he  refused  the 
subject  in  hand,  that  he  eschewed  expression  upon 
It  and  resolutely  drove  the  argument  in  other  di- 
rections, that  he  achieved  such  superblv  un-Arplike 
inconsistency;  and  with  such  rich  material  for  his 
sardonic  humors,  not  at  arm's  length,  not  even  so 
far  as  his  finger-tips,  but  beneath  his  very  palms 
he  rejected  it:  this  u  impossible  fact. 

Eskew-there  is  no  opt.  .n  but  to  declare— was 
no  longer  Eskew.     It  is  the  truth ;  since  the  morn- 
ing when  Ariel  Tabor  came  down  from  Joe's  office 
leaving  her  offering  of  white  roses  in  ihat  dingy' 
dusty,  shady  place.  Eskew  had  n(^t  been  himself 
His  comrades  ol>serN'ed  it  somewhat  in  a  physical 
difference,    one    of   those   alterations    which 'may 
come  upon  men  of  his  years  suddenly,  like  a  "sea 
change":  his  face  was  whiter,  his  wa'lk  slower   his 
voice  filed  thinner;  he  creaked  louder  when  he  rose 
or  sat.     Old  always,   from  his  boyhood,   he  had 
in  the  turn  of  a  hand,  become   aged.     But   such 
things  come  and  such  things  g..:  after  eighty  there 
are  ups  and  downs;  people  fading  awav  one  week 
hloom  out  pleasantly  the  nc:<t,   and  resiliency  is 
not  at  all  a  patent  belonging  to  yrmth  .done.     The 
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material  change  in  Mr.  Arp  might  have  been 
thought  Httle  worth  remarking.  What  caused 
Peter  Bradbury,  Squire  Buckalew,  and  the  Colonel 
to  shake  their  heads  secretly  to  one  another  and 
wonder  if  their  good  old  friend's  mind  had  not 
"begun  to  go"  was  something  very  dilTerent.  To 
come  straight  down  to  it:  he  not  only  abstained 
from  all  argument  upon  the  "Cory  Murder"  and 
the  case  of  Happy  Fear,  refusing  to  discuss  either 
in  any  terms  or  under  any  circumstances,  but  he 
also  declined  to  speak  of  Ariel  Tabor  or  of  Josei)h 
Louden ;  or  of  their  affairs,  singular  or  plural,  mas- 
culine, fem.inine,  or  neuter,  or  in  any  declension. 
Not  a  word,  committal  or  non-committal.     None! 

And  his  face,  when  he  was  silent,  fell  into  sor- 
rowful and  troubled  lines. 

At  first  they  merely  marvelled.  Then  Squire 
Buckalew  dared  to  tempt  him.  Eskew's  faded 
eyes  showed  a  blue  gleam,  but  he  withstood,  speak- 
ing of  Babylon  to  the  disparagement  of  Chicago 
They  sought  to  lead  him  into  what  he  evidently 
would  not,  employing  many  devices;  but  the  ol<l 
man  was  wily  and  often  carried  them  far  afield  In- 
secret  ways  of  his  own.  This  hot  morning  he  had 
done  that  thing:  they  were  close  upon  him,  press- 
ing him  hard,  when  he  roused  that  outburst  which 
had  stirred  the  idlers  on  the  benches  in  the  Court- 
house  yard.     Squire   Buckalew    (sidelong  at   the 
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others  but  squarely  at  Eskew)  had  vohmtf^KMl 
the  information  that  Cory  was  a  reformeil  priV^st, 
Stung  by  the  mystery  of  Eski'w's  siliMice,  the 
Squire's  imagination  had  become  magically  gvm- 
nastic;  and  if  anything  under  heaven  could  ha\e 
lifted  the  veil,  this  was  the  thing.  Mr.  Arp's  re[)l\- 
may  be  reverenced. 

"I  consider,"  he  sa-'d,  deliberately,  "that  James 
G.  Blaine's  furrin  policy  was  childish,  a-^d,  what's 
more,  I  never  thought  much  of  ///;w.'" 

This  outdefied  Ajax,  and  every  trace  of  the  mat- 
ter in  hand  went  to  the  four  winds.  Eskew,  like 
Rome,  was  saved  by  a  cackle,  in  which  he  joined, 
and  a  few  moments  later,  as  the  bench  loafers  saw, 
was  pulled  down  into  his  seat  by  the  Colonel. 

The  voices  of  the  fathers  fell  to  the  pitch  of 
ordinary  discourse;  the  drowsy  town  was  quiet 
again;  the  whine  of  the  planing-mill  boring  its  v>av 
through  the  sizzling  air  to  every  wakening  ear. 
Far  away,  on  a  quiet  street,  it  sounded  faintly, 
like  the  hum  of  a  bee  across  a  creek,  and  was  drown- 
ed in  the  noise  of  men  at  work  on  the  old  Tabor 
house.  It  seemed  the  only  busy  place  in  Canaan 
that  day:  the  shade  of  the  big  beech-trees  which 
surrounded  it  affording  some  shelter  from  the  de- 
stroying sun  to  the  dripping  laborers  who  were 
sawing,  hammering,  painting,  plumbing,  paper- 
ing, and  ripping  open  old  and  new  packing-boxes. 
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There  were  main-  chan^'cs  in  the  f>ld  house- 
pleasantly  in  keepiii}^'  with  its  sinipk-  charactrr: 
airy  enlargements  now  almost  eompk'ted  so  that 
some  of  the  rooms  were  already  finished,  ami 
stood,  furnished  and  immaculate,  ready  for  ten- 
ancy. 

In  that  which  had  been  Roger  Tabor's  studio 
sat  Ariel,  alone.  She  had  caused  some  chests  an<l 
cases,  stored  there,  to  be  opened,  and  had  taken 
out  of  them  a  few  of  Roger's  canvases  and  set  them 
along  the  wall.  Tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  looked 
at  them,  seeing  the  tragedy  of  labor  the  old  man 
had  expended  upon  them ;  but  she  felt  the  recom- 
pense: hard,  tight,  literal  as  they  were,  he  had  had 
his  moment  of  joy  in  each  of  them  before  he  saw 
them  coldly  and  knew  the  truth.  And  he  had 
been  given  his  years  of  Paris  at  last :  and  had  seen 
"how  the  other  fellows  did  it." 

A  heavy  foot  strode  through  the  hall,  coming 
abruptly  to  a  halt  in  the  doorway,  and  turning,  she 
discovered  Martin  Pike,  his  big  Henry-the-Eighth 
face  flushed  more  with  anger  than  with  the  heat. 
His  hat  was  upon  his  head,  and  remained  there, 
nor  did  he  offer  any  token  or  word  of  greeting 
whatever,  but  demanded  to  know  when  the  work 
upon  the  house  had  been  begun. 

"The  second  morning  after  my  return,"  she 
answered. 
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"I   want,   to   know,"   ho   fdirsucfl.     ■why   it    \v,.v 

kept  secret  from  nu,  .md  I  want  to  know  r|uii  k." 

"Secret?"  she  echoed,  with  a  wavf  of  her  hand 

to   indicate   the   noise   which   the   workmen    wen.- 

making. 

"  Upon  whose  authority  was  it  begun  ?*' 

"Mine.     Who  else  could  give  it'" 

"Look  here,"  he  said,  advancing  toward  her, 
"don't  you  try  to  fool  me!  You  haven't  done  all 
this  by  yourself.     Who  hired  these  workmen.^" 

Remembering  her  first  inter viev.-  with  him,  she 
rose  quickly  before  he  could  come  near  her.  "  Mr. 
Louden  made  most  of  the  arrangements  for  me," 
she  replied,  quietly,  "before  he  went  away.  He 
will  take  charge  of  everything  when  he  returns. 
You  haven't  forgotten  that  I  told  you  I  intended 
to  place  my  afTairs  in  his  hands?" 

He  had  started  forward,  but  at  this  he  stopped 
and  stared  at  her  inarticulately. 

"You  remember?"  she  said,  her  hands  resting 
negligently  upon  the  back  of  the  chair.  -  Surely 
you  remember?" 

She  was  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  him,  but  coolly 
watchful  of  him.  This  had  been  her  habit  with 
him  since  her  return.  She  had  seen  little  of  hi.. 
except  at  table,  when  he  was  usually  grimly  la- 
conic, though  now  and  then  she  would  hear  him 
joking  heavily  with  Sam  Warden  in  the  yard,  or, 
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with  evidently  humorous  intent,  groaning  at  Mamie 
over  Eui.,  ne's  health;  but  it  had  not  escaped  Ariel 
that  ho  was,  on  his  part,  watchful  of  herself,  and 
upon  his  guard  with  a  wariness  in  which  she  was 
sometimes  surprised  to  believe  that  she  saw  an 
almost  haggard  apprehension. 

He  did  not  answer  her  question,  and  it  seemed 
to  her,  as  she  continued  steadily  to  meet  his  hot 
eyes,  that  he  was  trying  to  hold  himself  under  some 
measure  of  control;  and  a  vain  effort  it  proved. 

"You  go  back  to  my  house!"  he  burst  out, 
shouting  hoarsely.  "You  get  back  there!  You 
stay  there!" 

"No,"  she  said,  moving  between  him  and  the 
door.     "Mamie  and  I  are  going  for  a  drive." 

"You  go  back  to  my  house!"  He  followed  her, 
waving  an  arm  fiercely  at  her.  "  Don't  you  come 
around  here  trying  to  run  over  me!  You  talk 
about  your  'affairs'!  All  you've  got  on  earth 
is  this  two-for-a-nickel  old  shack  over  your  head 
and  a  bushel-basket  of  distillery  stock  that  you 
can  sell  by  the  pound  for  old  paper!"  He  thiew 
the  words  in  her  face,  the  bull-bass  voice  seamed 
and  cracked  with  falsetto.  "Old  paper,  old  rags, 
old  iron,  bottles,  old  clothes!  You  talk  about 
your  affairs!  Who  are  you?  Rothschild?  You 
haven't  i^ot  any  affairs!" 

Not  a  look,  not  a  word,  not  a  motion  of  his  es- 
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caped  her  in  all  the  fury  of  sound  nnd  R'^sture  in 
which  he  seemed  fair]/  to  envelop  himself;  least  of 
all  did  that  shaking  of  his  the  ({uiverin.rr  of  jnw 
and  temple,  the  tumultuous  agitation  of  his  hands 
—evade  her  watchfulness. 

"When  rlid  you  find  this  out?"  she  sai.1.  very 
quickly.     "After  you  became  administrator.?" 

He  struck  the  back  of  the  chair  she  had  vacated 
a  vicious  blow  with  his  open  hand.  "  Xo.  you 
spendthrift!  All  there  was  to  your  grandfather 
when  you  buried  him  was  a  basket  full  of  distillery 
stock.  I  tell  ynnl  Old  paper!  Can't  you  hear  me'? 
Old  paper,  old  rags—" 

"You    have    sent    me    the    same    income,"    she 
lifted  her  voice  to  interrupt ;  •'  you  have  made  the 
same  quarterly  payments  since  his  death  that  you 
made  before.     If  you  knew,  why  did  you  do  that  >" 
He  had  been  shouting  at  her  with  the  frantic  and 
mcredulous  exasperation  of  an  intolerant  man  ut- 
terly unused  to  opposition ;  his  face  empurpled,  his 
forehead  dripping,  and  his  hands  ruthlcsslv  ])ound- 
ing  the  back  of  the  chair;  but  this  straight  ques- 
tion stripped  him  suddenly  of  gesture  and  left  him 
standing  limp  and  still  before  her,  pale  splotches 
beginning  to  show  on  his  hot  cheeks. 
^^  "  If  yov:  knew,  why  did  you  do  it  ?"  she  repeated. 
"You  wrote  me  that  my  income  was   from   divi- 
dends, and  I  knew  and  thought  nothing  about  it; 
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but  if  the  stock  which  c.imc  to  ni(>  was  worthless, 
how  couM  it  pay  (hvidends ''" 

*'  It  (lid  not."  he  answered,  huskily.  "That  ihs- 
tillery  stock,  I  tell  you,  isn't  worth  the  matches  t<> 
burn  it." 

"  But  there  lias  been  no  (hfTerenee  in  my  income." 
she  persisted,  steadily.  "Why?  Can  you  explain 
that  to  me?" 

"Yes,  I  can,"  he  replied,  and  it  seemed  to  her 
that  he  spoke  with  a  pallid  and  bitter  desperation, 
like  a  man  driven  to  the  wall.  "  I  can  if  you 
think  you  want  to  know." 

"I  do." 

"I  sent  it." 

"  Do  you  mean  from  you  own—" 

"  I  mean  it  was  my  own  money." 

She  had  not  taken  her  eyes  from  his,  which  met 
hers  straightly  and  angrily ;  and  at  this  she  leaned 
forward,  gazing  at  him  with  profound  scrutiny. 

"Why  did  you  send  it?"  she  asked. 

"Charity,"  he  ancwered,  after  palpable  hesita- 
tion. 

Her  eyes  widened  and  she  leaned  back  against 
the  lintel  of  the  door,  staring  at  him  incredulously. 
"Charity!"  she  echoed,  in  a  whisper. 

Perhaps  he  mistook  her  amazement  at  his  per- 
formance for  dismay  caused  by  the  sense  of  her 
own  |)osition,  for.  as  she  seemed  to  weaken  before 
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Iiim.  the  strt-MK'th  ..f  his  own  h.il.it  ..|  .l..,nni  m,.  ,. 
catTif  h.'u-k  t.)  hini.  '•("harity.  ina.lam'  '  lu-  l.n.kr 
t>ut,  shoutiiiK  intolerably.  "Chanty.  (Tvc  hrar' 
I  was  a  friend  of  the  man  that  made  the  niom-v  v.u 
and  your  ^ran.ifather  squandere.l ;  I  was  a  friend 
of  Jonas  Tahor.  I  say!  That's  whv  I  ^^■as  wiilin.^. 
to  supi)ort  you  f.^r  a  year  and  over,  rather  than  let 
a  niece  of  his  suffer." 

"'SufTer'!"  she  cried.  '"Support"!  V<.u  sent 
me  a  hundred  thousand  francs!" 

The  white  splotches  which  had  mot  tie.  1  Martin 
Pike's  face  disapi)eared  as  if  thev  had  been  sud- 
denly splashed  with  hot  red.  ••^^,u  ^n  back  to 
my  house."  he  said.  "What  I  sent  vou  onlv 
shows  the  extent  of  my—" 

"Effrontery!"  The  w.ml  ran^^  throu^'h  tlu- 
whole  house,  so  loudly  and  clearly  did  she  strike 
it,  rang  in  his  ears  til!  it  stung  like  a  castigation. 
It  was  ominous,  portentous  of  justice  and  of  <lis- 
aster.  There  was  more  than  doubt  of  him  in  it: 
there  was  conviction. 

He  fell  back  from  this  word ;  and  when  he  again 
advanced.  Ariel  had  left  the  house.  She  had 
turned  the  next  corner  before  he  rame  out  of  tlie 
sate;  and  as  he  passed  his  own  home  on  his  way 
down-town,  he  saw  her  white  dress  mingling  with 
his  daughter's  near  the  horse-block  beside  the  fire, 
where  the  two,  with  their  arms  about  each  other,' 
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stood    waiting   for   Sam    Warden     i.i!    liie   t^jen 
summer  carriage. 

Judge  Pike  walked  on,  the  white  splotches  re- 
appearing like  a  pale  rash  upon  his  face.  A  yellow 
butterfly  zigzagged  before  him,  knee-high,  across 
the  sidewalk.  He  raised  his  foot  and  half  kicked 
at  it. 
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vS  the  Judge  continued  his  walk  down 
Main    Street,    he    wished   profoundly 
that   the  butterfly    (which  exhibited 
no  annoyance)    had  been   of  greater 
bulk  and  more  approachable;  and  it 
was  the  evil  fortune  of  Joe's  mongrel  to  encounter 
him  in  the  sinister  humor  of  such  a  wish  unfulfilled. 
Respectability  dwelt  at  Beaver  Beach  under  the 
care  of  Mr.  Sheehan  until  his  master  should  return; 
and  Sheehan  was   kind ;  but   the  small  dog  found 
the  world  lonely  and  time  long  without  Joe.     He 
had  grown  more  and  more  restless,  and  at  last,  this 
hot  morning,  having  managed  to  evade  the  eye  of 
all  concerned  in  his  keeping,  made  otT  unobtrusive- 
ly,  partly  by  swimming,  and  reaching  the  road, 
cantered  into  town,   his  ears  erect  with  anxiety.' 
Bent  upon  reaching  the  familiar  office,  he  passed 
the  grocery  from  the  doorway  of  which  the  pimply- 
cheeked  clerk  had  thrown  a  bad  potato  at  him^i 
month  before,     l^he  .same  clerk  had  just  laid  down 
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the  l^ocsin  as  Respectability  went  hy,  and,  in- 
^.'ircd  to  great  deeds  in  behalf  of  justice  and  his 
native  city,  he  rushed  to  the  door,  lavishly  seized, 
this  time,  a  perfectly  good  potato,  and  hurled  it 
with  a  result  which  ecstasized  him,  for  it  took  the 
mongrel  fairly  aside  the  head,  which  it  matched  in 
size. 

The  luckless  Respectability's  purpose  to  reach 
Joe's  stairway  had  been  entirely  definite,  but  upon 
this  violence  he  forgot  it  momentarily.  It  is  not 
easy  to  keep  things  in  mind  when  one  is  violcntly 
smitten  on  mouth,  nose,  cheek,  eye,  and  ear  by  a 
missile  large  enough  to  strike  them  simultaneous- 
ly. Yelping  and  half  blinded,  ho  '  lected  to  cross 
Main  Street.     Judge  Pike  had  c  to  cross  in 

the  opposite  direction,   and  the   cwo  met  in  the 
middle  of  the  street. 

The  encounter  was  miraculously  fitted  to  the 
Judge's  need:  here  was  no  butterfly,  but  a  solid 
body,  light  withal,  a  wet,  muddy,  and  dusty  yellow 
dog,  eminently  kickable.  The  man  was  ^heavily 
built  about  the  legs,  and  the  vigor  of  what  he  did 
may  have  been  additionally  inspired  by  his  rccog 
nition  of  the  mongrel  as  Joe  Louden 's.  The  im 
pact  of  his  toe  upon  the  little  runner's  side  was 
momentous,  and  the  latter  rose  into  the  air.  TIk' 
Judge  hopped,  as  one  hops  who,  unshod  in  tlic 
night,  discovers  an  unexpected  chair.     T,et  us  U- 
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reconciled  to  his  pain  and  not  reproach  the  gods 
with  it,— for  t\v(j  of  his  unintending  adversary's 
ribs  were  cracked. 

The    dog,    thus    again    deflected,    retraced    his 
tracks,  shrieking  (h'stractedly,  and,  by  one  of  those 
ironical  twists  which  Karma  reserves  for  the  tails 
of  the  fated,  di\-ed  f(^r  blind  safety  into  the  store 
commanded   l)y    the   ecstatic   and   inimical   clerk. 
There  were  shouts;  the  sleepy  Square  beginning  to 
wake  up:  the  boy  who  had  mocked  the  planing-mill 
got  to  his  feet,  calling  upon  his  fellows;  the  bench 
loafers  strolled  to  the  street;  the  aged  men   stirred 
and  rose  from  their  chairs;  faces  appeared  in  the 
open  win(k)ws  of  offices;  sales  ladies  and  gentlemen 
came   tt)   the  doorways  of  the   trading-places;  so 
that  when   Respectability  emerged  from  the  gro- 
cery he  had  a  notable  audience  for  the  scene  he 
enacted  with  a  l)rass  dinner-bell  tied  to  his  tail. 

Another  potato,  flung  by  the  pimpled,  uproar- 
ious, prodigad  clerk,  added  to  the  impetus  r,f  his 
flight.  A  shower  of  pebbles  from  the  hands  of 
exhilarated  boys  dented  the  soft  asj^halt  about 
him;  the  hideous  clamor  of  the  pursuing  bell  in- 
creased as  he  turned  the  next  corner,  •  ling  dis- 
tractedly. The  dead  town  had  come  to  life?  and 
Its  inliabitants  gladly  risked  the  dangerous  heat  in 
I  lie  interests  of  sjxjrt,  whereby  it  was  a  merry 
chase  the  little  d(^'^  V.-.]  nr.'.iitK]  t|, 
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some  destructive  instinct  drove  him;  he  could  not 
stop  with  the  unappeasable  Terror  clanging  at  his 
heels  and  the  increasing  crowd  yelling  in  pursuit ; 
but  he  turned  to  the  left  at  each  corner,  and  thus 
came  back  to  pass  Joe's  stairway  again,  unable  to 
pause  there  or  anywhere,  unable  to  do  anything 
except  to  continue  his  hapless  flight,  poor  meteor. 

Round  the  block  he  went  once  more,  and  still  no 
chance  at  that  empty  stairway  where,  perhaps,  he 
thought,  there  might  be  succor  and  safety.  Blood 
was  upon  his  side  where  Martin  Pike's  boot  had 
crashed,  foam  and  blood  hung  upon  his  jaws  and 
lolling  tongue.  He  ran  desperately,  keeping  to 
the  mitldle  of  the  street,  and,  not  howling,  set  him- 
self despairingly  to  outstrip  the  Terror.  The  mob, 
disdaining  the  sun  superbly,  pursued  as  closely  as 
it  could,  throwing  bricks  and  rocks  at  him,  strik- 
ing at  him  with  clubs  and  sticks.  Happy  Fear, 
playing  "tic-tac-toc,"  right  hand  against  left,  in 
his  cell,  heard  the  uproar,  made  out  something  of 
what  was  happening,  and,  though  unaware  that 
it  was  a  friend  whose  life  was  sought,  discovered  a 
similarity  to  his  own  case,  and  prayed  to  his  dim 
gods  that  the  quarry  might  get  away. 

''Mad  dog!"  they  yelled.  ''Mad  dog!''  And 
there  were  some  who  cried,  "Joe  Londcn's  dog!" 
thai  being  equally  as  exciting  and  explanatory. 

Three  times  round,  and  still  the  little  fugitive 
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mamtained  a  lead.     A  gray-lielmeted  poHceman 
a  big  fellow,  had  joined  the  pursuit.     He  h:;d  chil 
drcn  at  home  who  might  be  playing  in  the  street 
and  the  thought  of  what  might  happen  to  them' 
If  the  ma<l  dog  should  head  that  wav  resolved  him 
to  be  cool  and  steady.     He  was  falling  behind    so 
he  stopped  on  the  corner,  trusting  that  Respect- 
ability would  come  round  again.     He  was  right 
and  the  flying  brownish  thing  streaked  along  Main 
Street,  passing  the  beloved  stairway  for  the  fourth 
time.     The    policeman    lifted    his    revohcr     fired 
twice,  missed  once,  but  caught  him  with  the  second 
shot  in  ..  torepaw.  clipping  off  a  fifth  toe,  one  of 
the  small  claws  that  grow  above  the  foot  anrl  are 
always  in  trouble.     This  did  not  stop  him ;  but  the 
policeman,  afraid  to  risk  anotlier  shot  because  of 
the  crowd,   waited   for  him   to  come  again;  and 
many  others,  seeing  the  hopeless  circuit  the  mon- 
grel followed,  did  likewise,  armerl  with  bricks  and 
clubs.     Among  them  was  the  pimplv  clerk,   who 
had  been  inspired  to  commandeer  a  pitchfork'  from 
a  hardware  store. 

When  the  fif."  round  came.  Respectability's 
race  was  run.  He  turned  into  Main  Street  at  a 
broken  speed,  limping,  parched,  voiceless,  flecked 
with  blood  and  foam,  snapping  feeblv  at  the  show- 
ering rocks,  but  still  indomitably  a  little  ahead  of 
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too  thoroughly  winded  for  that,— but  in  his  brill- 
iant and  despairing  eyes  shone  the  agony  of  a  crv 
louder  than  the  tongue  of  a  dog  could  utter:  "() 
master!  O  all  the  god  I  know!  Where  are  you  in 
my  mortal  need?" 

Now  indeed  he  had  a  gauntlet  to  run;  for  the 
street  was  lined  with  those  who  awaited  him,  while 
the  pursuit  grew  closer  behind.  A  number  of  the 
hardiest  stood  squarely  in  his  path,  and  he  hesi- 
tated for  a  second,  ;\'hich  gave  the  opportunity  for 
a  surer  aim,  and  many  missiles  struck  him.  "  Let 
him  have  it  now,  officer,"  said  Eugene  Bantrv, 
standing  with  Judge  Pike  at  the  policeman's  elbow. 
"There's  your  chance." 

But  before  the  revolver  could  be  discharged, 
Respectal)ility  had  begun  to  run  again,  hobbling 
on  three  legs  and  dodging  feebly.  A  heavy  stone 
struck  him  on  the  shoulder  and  he  turned  across 
the  street,  making  for  the  "  National  House  "  corner, 
where  the  joyful  clerk  brandished  his  pitchfork. 
Going  slowly,  he  almost  touched  the  pimply  one 
as  he  passed,  and  the  clerk,  already  rehearsing  in 
his  mind  the  honors  which  should  follow  the  bniNi' 
stroke,  raised  the  tines  above  the  little  dog's  head 
for  the  coup  de  grace.  They  did  not  descend,  and 
the  daring  youth  failed  of  fame  as  the  laurel  al- 
most embraced  his  brows.  A  hickory  walking- 
stick  was  thrust  between  his  legs;  and  he,  expect- 
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ing  Lo  strike,  received  a  blow  upon  the  temple 
sufhctent  for  h,s  present  undoing  and  be.laz.lc- 
mcnt  He  went  over  baekwards,  and  the  pitch- 
fork (not  the  thing  to  hold  poised  on  high  when 
one  IS  knocked  down)  fell  with  the  force  he 
had  intended  for  Respectability  upon  his  own 
shin. 

A  train  had  pulled  into  tnc  station,  and  a  tired 
travel-worn  young  man.  descending  from  a  sleeper' 
n-alked  rapidly  up  the  street  to  learn  the  occasion 
of  what  appeared  to  be  a  riot.     When  he  was  close 
enough  to  understard  its  nature,  he  dropped  his 
bag  and  came  on  at  top  speed,  shouting  loudlv  to 
the  battered  mongrel,  who  tried  with  his  remaining 
strength   to   leap  toward   him   through   a  cordon 
o^  locking  legs,  while  Eugene  Bantry  again  called 
to  .he  policeman  to  fire. 

"  If  he  does,  damn  you.  Til  kill  him !"     Joe  saw 

he  revolver  raised;  and  then,  Eugene  being  in  hi. 

way    he  ran  full-tilt  into  his  stepbrother  with  all 

his  force,  sending  him  to  earth,  and  went  on  lit- 

tnat   being  the   shortest   way   to   Respectabilitv 
Ihc  next  instant  the  mongrel  was  in  his  master's 
arms  and  weakly  licking  his  hands 
^  But  ,t  was  Eskew  Arp  who  had  saved  the  little 
oog;  for  It  was  his  stick  which  had  tripped  the  clerk 
and  his  hand  which  had  struck  him  down.     All  hij 
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bodily  strength  had  departed  in  that  effort,  but  he 
staggered  out  into  the  street  toward  Joe. 

"Joe  Louden!"  called  the  veteran,  in  a  loud 
voice.  "Joe  Louden!"  and  suddenly  reeled.  The 
Colonel  and  Scjuire  Buckalevv  wore  making  their 
way  toward  him,  but  Joe,  holding  the  dog  to  his 
breast  with  one  arm,  threw  the  other  about  Eskew. 

"  It's  a  town — it's  a  town" — the  old  fellow  flung 
himself  free  from  the  supporting  arm  — "  it's  a 
town  you  coukln't  even  trust  a  yellow  dog  to!" 

He  sank  bcick  upon  Joe's  shoulder,  speechless. 
An  open  carriage  had  driven  through  the  crowd, 
the  colored  driver  urged  by  two  ladies  upon  the 
back  seat,  and  Martin  Pike  saw  it  stop  by  the 
group  in  the  middle  of  the  street  where  Joe  stood, 
the  wounded  dog  held  to  his  breast  by  one  arm,  the 
old  man,  white  and  half  fainting,  supported  by  the 
other  Martin  Pike  saw  this  an  '  more;  he  saw 
Ariel  Tabor  and  his  own  daughter  leaning  from  the 
carriage,  the  anns  of  both  pityingly  extended  to 
Joe  Louden  and  his  two  burdens,  while  the  stunned 
and  silly  crowd  stood  round  them  staring,  clouds 
of  dust  settling  down  upon  them  through  the  hot 
air. 
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OW  in  that  blazing  noon  Canaan  look- 
ed upon  a  strange  sight:  an  open  car- 
riage whirliig  through  Main  Street 
behind  two  galloping  bays;  upon  the 
back  seat  a  ghostly  white  old  man 
with  closed  eyes,  supported  by  two  pale  ladies,  his 
head  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  taller;  while  beside 
the  driver,  a  young  man  whose  coat  and  hands 
were  bloody,  worked  over  the  hurts  of  an  injured 
dog.  Sam  Warden's  whip  sang  across  the  horses; 
lather  gathered  on  their  flanks,  and  Ariel's  voice 
steadily  urged  on  the  pace:  "Quicker.  Sam,  if 
you  can."  For  there  was  little  breath  left  in  the 
body  of  Eskew  Arp. 

Mamie,  almost  as  white  as  the  old  man,  was 
silent;  but  she  had  not  hesitated  in  her  daring, 
now  that  she  had  been  taught  to  dare ;  she  had  not 
come  to  be  Ariel's  friend  anci  honest  follower  for 
nothing;  and  it  was  Mamie  who  had  cried  to  Joe 
to  lift  Eskew  into  the  carriage.  "  You  must  come 
too,"  she  said.     "We  will  need  you."     And  so  it 
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came  t(j  pass  that  uncU'r  the  eyes  of  Canaan  Jo<» 
Louden  rode  in  Judge  Pike's  carriage  at  the  bid- 
ding of  Judge  Pike's  daughter. 

Toward  Ariel's  own   house  they  sped  with   the 
stricken  octogenarian,   for  he  was   "ak)ne  in   tlie 
world,"  and  she  would  not  take  him  to  the  cottage 
where  he  had  lived  for  many  years  by  himself,  a 
bleak  little  house,  a  d-Teliet  of  the  "early  days" 
left   stranded    far  down   in   the   town   between   a 
woollen -mill  and    the  water -works.     The  work- 
men were  beginning  their  dinners  under  the  big 
trees,  but  as  Sam  Warden  drew  in  the  lathered 
horses  at  the  gate,  they  set  down  their  tin  buckets 
hastily  and  ran  to  help  Joe  lift  the  old  man  out 
Carefully  they  bore  him  into  the  house  and  laid 
him  upon  a  bed  in  one  of  the  finished  rooms.     He 
did  not  speak  r-  move  and  the  workmen  uncovered 
their  heads  as  ttuy  went  out,  but  Joe   knew  that. 
they  were  mistaken.     "It's  all  right,    Mr.   Arp," 
he  said,  as  Ariel  knelt  by  the  bed  with  water  and 
restoratives.     "It's  all  right.     Don't  you  worry." 
Then  the  veteran's  lips  twitched,  and  though  his 
eyes  remained  closed,  Joe  saw  that  Eskew  under- 
stood, for  he  gasped,  feebly:  "  Pos-i-tive-ly — no — 
free — seats!" 


To  Mrs.  Louden,  sewing  at  an  up-stairs  window, 
the  sight  of  her  stepson  descending  from  Judge 
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F^ike's  carria^'e  was  suflioiontly  startling',  but  when 
she  saw  Mamie  Pike  take  Resprrtability  Irom  his 
master's  arms  and  carry  him  tenderlv  indoors, 
whik'  Joo  and  Ariel  occupied  themselves  with  Mr. 
Aq),  the  good  lady  sprang  to  her  iVet  as  if  she  had" 
been  stung,  regardlessly  sending  her  work-hasket 
and  its  contents  scattering  over  the  floor,  and  ran 
down  the  stairs  three  steps  at  a  time. 

At  the  front  door  she  met  her  husband,  entering 
for  his  dinner,  an<l  she  leaped  at  him.  Had  he 
seen  ?     What  was  it  ?     What  had  happened  ? 

Mr.  Louden  rubbed  his  chin-beard,  indulging  him- 
self in  a  pause  which  was  like  to  prove  fatal  to  his 
companion,  finallv  vouchsafing  the  informi'tion  that 
the  doctor's  buggy  was  just  turning  the  corner; 
Eskew  Ar,  nad  sufTere<l  a  "stroke."  it  was  said, 
and.  in  Louden's  opinion,  was  a  might v  sick  man. 
His  spouse  replied  in  no  uncertain  terms  that  she 
had  seen  quite  that  much  for  herself,  urging  him 
to  continue,  which  he  did  with  a  delibera+^on  that 
caused  her  to  recall  their  wedding-day  with  a  gust 
of  passionate  self -rcjiroach.  Presently  he  man- 
aged to  interrupt,  reminding  her  that  her  dining- 
room  windows  commanded  as  comprehensive  a 
view  of  the  next  house  as  diil  the  front  steps,  and 
after  a  time  her  housewifely  duty  so  far  prevailed 
over  her  indignation  at  the  man's  unwholesome 
stolidity  that  she  followed  him  down  the  hall  to 
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preyitle  over  the  incal.   not,   however,  to  partake 
largely  <>(  it  herself. 

Mr.  Louden  had  no  information  f)f  Eugene's 
mishap,  nor  had  Mrs.  Louden  any  suspicion  that 
all  was  not  well  \vith  the  young  man.  and.  hearing 
him  enter  the  front  door,  she  called  to  him  that  his 
<linner  was  waiting.  Eugene,  however,  made  no 
reply  and  went  ui)-stairs  to  his  own  apartment 
without  coming  into  the  dining-room. 

A  small  crowd,  neighboring  children,  servants, 
and  negroes,  had  gathered  about  Ariel's  gate,  and 
Mrs.  Louden  watched  the  working-men  disi)erse 
this  assembly,  gather  up  their  tools,  and  depart ; 
then  Mamie  came  out  of  the  house,  and,  bowing 
sadly  to  three  old  men  who  were  entering  the  gate 
as  she  left  it,  stepped  into  her  carriage  and  drove 
away.  The  new-comers.  Colonel  Flitcroft.  Squire 
Buckalcw.  and  Peter  Bradbury,  glanced  at  the 
doctor's  buggy,  shook  their  heads  at  one  another, 
and  slowly  went  up  to  the  porch,  where  Joe  met 
them.  Mrs.  Louden  uttered  a  sharp  exclamation, 
for  the  Colonel  shook  hands  with  her  stepson. 

Perhaps  Flitcroft  himself  was  surprised;  he  had 
oiTered  his  hand  almost  unconsciously,  and  the 
greeting  was  embarrassed  and  perfunctory;  but 
his  two  companions,  each  in  turn,  gravely  followed 
his  lead,  and  Joe's  set  face  flushed  a  little.  It 
was  the    first   time  in  many  years  that  men  of 
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thfir   kind  in  (.'an;..in  li.td    oiVcn.!  hmi   tins    s.ilu 
tat  ion 

"Ho  \V(nil(ln't  lot  me  send  lor  vmi,"  lie  t.Md 
thcni.  "He  said  he  knew  you'd  he  luTe  Soon 
without  that."  And  he  led  the  wav  u,  i-:ske\v's 
bedside. 

Joe  and  the  dcjctor  ha.l  undressed  the  old  man. 
and  h.d  put  him  into  ni.i^ht-K'ear  of  Rmjt,^t  Tabor's, 
taken  fn^m  an  anticjue  eiiest ;  it  was  soft  and  vellow 
and  much  more  like  color  than  the  face  above  it. 
for  the  white  hair  on  the  pillow  was  not  ndiitrr 
than  that.  Vet  there  was  a  strange  youthfulness 
in  the  eyes  of  Eskew ;  an  eerie,  inexplicable,  lumi- 
nous, live  look;  the  thin  cheeks  seeme.l  fuller  than 
they  had  been  for  years;  and  though  the  heavier 
lines  of  age  and  sorrow  could  be  seen,  they  appeared 
to  have  been  half  erased.  He  lay  nr.t  in  sunshine, 
but  in  clear  light;  tlie  windows  were  open,  the 
curtains  restrained,  for  he  had  asked  them  not  to 
darken  the  room. 

The  doctor  was  whis])cring  in  a  doctor's  way  to 
Ariel  at  the  end  of  the  room  opposite  the  bed,  when 
the  three  old  fellows  came  in.  X(jne  of  them  spoke 
immediately,  and  though  all  three  cleare;'  their 
throats  with  what  they  meant  for  casual  cheerful- 
ness, to  indicate  that  the  situation  was  not  at  all 
extraordinar\'  or  depressing,  it  was  to  be  seen  that 
the  Colonel's  chin  trembled  under  his  mustache, 
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and  his  comrades  showed  similar  small  and  unwill- 
ing signs  of  emotion. 

Eskew  spoke  first.  "Well,  boj^s?"  he  said,  and 
smiled. 

That  seemed  to  make  it  more  difficult  for  the 
others ;  the  three  white  heads  bent  silently  over  the 
fourth  upon  the  pillow ;  and  Ariel  saw  waveringly, 
for  her  eyes  suddenly  filled,  that  the  Colonel  laid 
his  unsteady  hand  upon  Eskew's,  which  was  out- 
side the  coverlet. 

"It's— it's  not,"  said  the  old  soldier,  gently— 
"it's  not  on — on  both  sides,  is  it,  Eskew?" 

Mr.  Arp  moved  his  hand  slightly  in  answer.  "  It 
ain't  paralysis,"  he  said.  "They  call  it  'shock 
and  exhaustion';  but  it's  more  than  that.  It's 
just  my  time.  I've  heard  the  call.  We've  all 
been  slidin'  on  thin  ice  this  long  time — and  it's 
broke  under  me — " 

"Eskew,  Eskew!"  remonstrated  Peter  Brad- 
bury. "You'd  oughtn't  to  talk  that  a-way!  You 
only  kind  of  overdone  a  little — heat  o'  the  day, 
too,  and — " 

"Peter,"  interrupted  the  sick  man,  with  feeble 
asperity,  "did  you  ever  manage  to  fool  me  in  your 
life?" 

"No,  Eskew." 

"Well,  you're  not  doin'  it  now!" 

Two    tears    suddenly    loosed    themselves    from 
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Squire  Buckalew's  eyelids,  despite  his  hard  en- 
deavor to  wink  them  away,  and  he  turned  from  the 
bed  too  late  to  conceal  what  had  happened. 
"There  ain't  any  call  to  feel  bad,"  said  Eskew. 
"  It  might  have  happened  any  time — in  the  night, 
maybe — at  my  house — and  all  alone — but  here's 
Airie  Tabor  brought  me  to  her  own  home  and 
takin'  care  of  me.  I  couldn't  ask  any  better  wav 
togo.  c    Ad  I?" 

"I  don't  know  what  we'll  do,"  stammered  the 
Colonel,  "  if  you — you  talk  about  goin'  away  from 
us,  Eskew.     We — we  couldn't  get  along — " 

"Well,  sir,  I'm  almost  kind  of  glad  to  think," 
Mr.  Arp  murmured,  between  short  struggles  for 
breath,  "that  it  '11  be — quieter — on  the — "National 
House"  corner!" 

A  moment  later  he  called  the  doctor  faintly  and 
asked  for  a  restorative.  "There,"  he  said,  in  a 
stronger  voice  and  with  a  gleam  of  satisfaction  in 
the  vindication  of  his  belief  that  he  was  dying.  "  I 
was  almost  gone  then,  /know!"  He  lay  panting 
for  a  moment,  then  spoke  the  name  of  Joe  Louden. 

Joe  came  quickly  to  the  bedside. 

"  I  want  you  to  shake  hands  with  the  Colonel 
and  Peter  and  Buckalew. 

"We  did,"  answered  the  Colonel,  infinitely  sur- 
prised and  troubled.  "We  shook  hands  outside 
before  we  came  in." 
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"Do  it  again,"  said  Eskew.  "I  want  to  see 
you." 

And  Joe,  making  shift  to  smile,  was  suddenly 
blinded,  so  that  he  could  not  see  the  wrinkled  hai 
extended  to  him,  and  was  fain  to  grope  for  then 

"God  knows  why  we  didn't  all  take  his  hand 
long  ago,"  said  Eskew  Arp.  "I  didn't  because  I 
was  stubborn.  I  hated  to  admit  that  the  argu- 
ment was  against  me.  I  acknowledge  it  now  be- 
fore him  and  before  you— and  I  want  the  word  of 
it  carried T' 

"It's  all  right,  Mr.  Arp,"  began  Joe,  tremulously. 
"You  mustn't—" 

"Hark  to  me"  —  the  old  man's  voice  lifted 
higher:  "If  you'd  ever  whimpered,  or  give  back- 
talk,  or  broke  out  the  wrong  way,  it  would  of  been 
different.  But  you  never  did.  I've  watched  you 
and  I  know;  and  you've  just  gone  your  own  wa\' 
alone,  with  the  town  against  you  because  you  got 
a  bad  name  as  a  boy,  and  once  we'd  given  you  that, 
everything  you  did  or  didn't  do,  we  had  to  give 
you  a  blacker  one.  Now  it's  time  some  one  stood 
by  you!  Airie  Tabor  '11  do  that  with  all  her  soul 
and  body.  She  told  me  once  I  thought  a  good 
deal  of  you.  She  knew!  But  I  want  these  three 
old  friends  of  mine  to  do  it,  too.  I  was  boys  with 
them  and  they'll  do  it,  I  think.  They've  even 
stood  up  fer  you  against  me,  sometimes,  but  mostly 
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fer  the  sake  of  the  argument,  I  reckon;  but  now 
they  must  do  it  when  there's  more  to  stand  against 
than  just  my  talk.  They  saw  it  all  to-day — the 
meanest  thing  I  ever  knew!  I  could  of  stood  it 
all  exc^r-o  that!"  Before  they  could  prevent  him 
he  had  struggled  half  uprigh"  in  bed,  lifting  a 
clinched  fist  at  the  towa  beyond  the  windows. 
"But,  by  God!  when  they  got  so  low  down  they 
tried  to  kill  your  dog — " 

He  fell  back,  choking,  in  Joe's  arms,  and  the 
physician  bent  over  him,  but  Eskew  was  not  gone, 
and  Ariel,  upon  the  other  side  of  the  room,  could 
hear  him  whispering  again  for  the  restorative. 
She  brought  it,  and  when  he  had  taken  it,  went 
quickly  out-of-doors  to  the  side  yaru. 

She  sat  upon  a  workman's  bench  under  the  big 
trees,  hidden  from  the  street  shrubbery,  and 
breathing  deeply  of  the  shaded  air,  began  to  cry 
quietly.  Through  the  windows  came  the  quaver- 
ing voice  of  the  old  man,  lifted  again,  insistent,  a 
little  querulous,  but  determined.  Responses  sound- 
ed, intermittently,  from  the  Colonel,  from  Peter, 
and  from  Buckalew,  and  now  and  then  a  sorrow- 
ful, yet  almost  humorous,  protest  from  Joe;  and 
so  she  made  out  that  the  veteran  swore  his  three 
comrades  to  friendship  with  Joseph  Louden,  to  lend 
him  their  countenance  in  all  matters,  to  stand  by 
him  in  weal  and  woe,  to  speak  only  good  of  him 
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and  defend  him  in  the  town  of  Canaan.  Thus  did 
Eskew  Arp  on  the  verge  of  parting  this  life  render 
justice. 

The  gate  clicked,  and  Ariel  saw  Eugene  ap- 
proaching through  the  shrubbery.  One  of  his 
hands  was  bandaged,  a  thin  strip  of  court-plaster 
crossed  his  forehead  from  his  left  eyebrow  to  his 
hair,  and  his  thin  and  agitated  face  showed  several 
light  scratches. 

"I  saw  you  come  out,"  he  said.  "I've  been 
waiting  to  speak  to  you." 

"The  doctor  told  us  to  let  him  have  his  way  in 
whatever  he  might  ask."  Ariel  wiped  her  eyes. 
"I'm  afraid  that  means — " 

"I  didn't  come  to  talk  about  Eskew  Arp,"  in- 
terrupted Eugene.  "I'm  not  laboring  under  any 
anxiety  about  him.  You  needn't  be  afraid ;  he's 
too  sour  to  accept  his  conge  so  readily." 

"  Please  lower  your  voice,"  she  said,  rising  quick- 
ly and  moving  away  from  him  toward  the  house ; 
V)ut,  as  he  followed,  insisting  sharply  that  he  must 
speak  with  her,  she  walked  out  of  ear-shot  of  the 
windows,  and  stopping,  turned  toward  him. 
"Very  well,"  she  said.  "Is  it  a  message  from 
Mamie?" 

At  this  he  faltered  and  hung  fire. 
"Have  you  been  to  see  her?"  she  continued. 
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"  I  am  anxious  to  know  if  her  goodness  and  bravery 
caused  her  any — any  discomfort  at  home." 

"You  may  set  your  mind  at  rest  about  that," 
returned  Eugene.  "I  was  there  when  the  Judge 
came  home  to  dinner.  I  suppose  you  fear  he  may 
have  been  rough  with  her  for  taking  my  step- 
brother into  the  carriage.  He  was  not.  On  the 
contrary,  he  spoke  very  quietly  to  her,  and  went 
on  out  toward  the  stables.  But  I  haven't  come 
to  you  to  talk  of  Judge  Pike,  either!" 

"  No,"  said  Ariel.  "  I  don't  care  particularly  to 
hear  of  him,  but  of  Mamie." 

"  Nor  of  her,  either!"  he  broke  out.  "  I  want  to 
talk  of  you!" 

There  was  not  mistaking  him;  no  possibility  of 
misunderstanding  the  real  passion  that  shook  him, 
and  her  startled  eyes  betrayed  her  comprehension. 

"Yes,  I  see  you  understand,"  he  cried,  bitterly. 
"That's  because  you've  seen  others  the  same  way. 
God  help  me,"  he  went  on,  striking  his  forehead 
with  his  open  hand,  "that  young  fool  of  a  Brad- 
bury told  me  you  refused  him  only  yesterday !  He 
was  proud  of  even  rejection  fror^  you!  And  there's 
Xorbert— and  half  a  dozen  others,  perhaps,  already, 
since  you've  been  here."  He  flung  out  his  arms 
in  ludicrous,  savage  despair.     "And  here  am  I—" 

"Ah  yes,"  she  cut  him  oil",  "it  is  of  yourself  that 
you  want  to  speak,  after  all— not  of  m.e!" 
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"Look  here,"  he  vociferated;  "are  you  going  to 
marry  that  Joe  Louden  ?  I  want  to  know  whether 
you  are  or  not.  He  gave  me  this— and  this  to- 
day!" He  touched  his  bandaged  hand  and  plas- 
tered forehead.  "  He  ran  into  me— over  me— for 
nothing,  when  I  was  not  on  my  guard ;  struck  me 
down — stamped  on  me — " 

She  turned  upon  him,  cheeks  aflame,  eyes 
sparkling  and  dry. 

"Mr.  Bantry,"  she  cried,  "he  did  a  good  thing! 
And  now  I  want  you  to  go  home.  I  want  you  to 
go  home  and  try  if  you  can  discover  anything  in 
yourself  that  is  worthy  of  Mamie  and  of  what  she 
showed  herself  to  be  this  morning!  If  you  can, 
you  will  have  found  something  that  I  could  like!" 

She  went  rapidly  toward  the  house,  and  he  was 
senseless  enough  to  follow,  babbling:  "What  do 
you  think  I'm  made  of?  You  trample  on  me— as 
he  did !     I  can't  bear  everything ;  I  tell  you—  " 

But  she  lifted  her  hand  with  such  imperious  will 
that  he  stopped  short.  Then,  through  the  window 
of  the  sick-room  came  clearly  the  querulous  voice : 

"  I  tell  you  it  was ;  I  heard  him  speak  just  now— 
out  there  in  the  yard,  that  no-account  step-brother 
of  Joe's!  What  if  he  is  a  hired  hand  on  the  Toc- 
sin? He'd  better  give  up  his  job  and  quit,  than 
do  what  he's  done  to  help  make  the  town  think 
hard  of  Joe.     And  what  is  he  ?     Why,  he's  worse 
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than  Cory.  When  that  Claudine  Fear  first  came 
here.  Gene  Bantry  was  hangin'  around  her  him- 
self. Joe  knew  it  and  he'd  never  tell,  hut  I  will 
I  saw  'em  buggy- ridin'  out  near  Reaver  Beach 
and  she  slapped  his  face  fer  him.  It  ought  to  be 
told  T' 


"I  didn't  know  t'.  i;  Joe  knew-that!"  Eugene 

stammered  huskily     "  It  w;4s it-  ^v.>c        i        1- 

-y*       ^^  ^^^^ — It  was — a  long  time 
ago—" 

"If  you  understood  Joe."  she  said,  in  a  low 
vo.ce,  'you  would  know  that  before  thc-,e  men 
leave  this  house,  he  will  have  their  pror.rise  never 
to  tell." 

His  eyes  fell  miserably,  then  lifted  again;  but  in 
her  clear  and  unbearable  gaze  there  shone  such  a 
fiame  of  scorn  as  he  could  not  endure  to  look  upon 
For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  saw  a  true  light 
upon  himself,  and  though  the  vision  was  darkling, 
the  revelation  was  complete. 

"Heaven  pity  you!"  she  whispered. 
Eugene  found  himself  alone,  and  stumbled  away 
his  glance  not  lifted.     He  passed  his  own  home 
without  looking  up,  and  did  not  see  his  mother 
beckoning   frantically   from   a   window.     She   ran 
to  the  door  and  called  him.     He  did  not  hear  her 
but  went  on  toward  the  Tocsin  office  with  his  head' 
still  bent. 
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[HERE  was  meat  for  gossip  a  olenty 
in  Canaan  that  afternoon  and  even- 
ing; there  were  rumors  that  ran 
from  kitchen  to  parlor,  and  rumors 
that  ran  from  parlor  to  kitchen ;  spec- 
ulations that  detained  housewives  in  talk  across 
front  gates ;  wonderings  that  held  cooks  in  converse 
over  shadeless  back  fences  in  spite  of  the  heat; 
and  canards  that  brought  Main  Street  clerks  run- 
ning to  the  shop  doors  to  stare  up  and  down  the 
sidewalks.  Out  of  the  confusion  of  report,  the 
judicious  were  able  by  evenfall  to  extract  a  faii- 
history  of  this  day  of  revolution.  There  remained 
no  doubt  that  Joe  Louden  was  in  attendance  at 
the  death-bed  of  Eskew  Arp,  and  somehow  it 
came  to  Vje  known  that  Colonel  Flitcroft,  Squire 
Buckalew,  and  Peter  Bradbury  had  shaken  hanls 
with  Joe  and  declared  themselves  his  friends 
There  were  those  (particularly  among  the  relatives 
of  the  hoary  trio)  who  expressed  the  opinion  tlia; 
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the  Colonel  and  his  comrades  were  too  old  tt)  be 
responsible  and  a  commission  ought  to  sit  on  them ; 
nevertheless,  some  echoes  of  Eskew's  last  "argu- 
ment" to  the  conclave  had  sounded  in  the  town 
and  were  not  wholly  without  effect. 

Everywhere  there  was  a  nipping  curiosity  to 
learn  how  Judge  Pike  had  "taken"  the  strange 
performance  of  his  daughter,  and  the  eager  were 
much  disappointed  when  it  was  truthfully  re- 
ported that  he  had  done  and  said  very  little.  He 
had  merely  discharged  both  Sam  Warden  and 
Sam's  wife  from  his  service,  the  mild  manner  of 
the  dismissal  almost  unnerving  Mr.  Warden,  al- 
though he  was  fully  prepared  for  bird-shot;  and 
the  couple  had  found  immediate  employment  in 
the  service  of  Ariel  Tabor. 

Those  who  humanly  felt  the  Judge's  behavior 
to  be  a  trifle  flat  and  unsensational  were  recom- 
pensed late  in  the  afternoon  when  it  became  known 
that  Eugene  Bantry  had  resigned  his  position  on 
the  Tocsin  His  reason  for  severing  his  connection 
was  dumfounding;  he  had  written  a  formal  letter 
to  the  Judge  and  repeated  the  gist  of  it  to  his 
associates  in  the  office  and  acquaintances  upon  the 
street.  He  declared  that  he  no  longer  sympathized 
with  the  attitutle  of  the  Tocsin  toward  his  step- 
brother, and  regretted  that  he  h'  a  previously  as- 
sisted in  emphasizing  the  p^  per's  Hostility  to  joe, 
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THE   CONQUEST   OF   CANAAN 

particularly  in  the  matter  of  the  approaching  mur- 
der trial.  This  being  the  case,  he  felt  that  his  ef- 
fectiveness in  the  service  of  the  paper  had  ceased, 
and  he  must    in  justice  to  the  owner,  resign. 

"Well,  I'm  damned!"  was  the  simple  comment 
of  the  elder  Louden  when  his  step-son  sought  him 
out  i\t  the  factory  and  repeated  this  statement  to 
him. 

"So  am  I.  I  think,"  said  Eugene,  wanly.  "Good- 
bye. I'm  going  now  to  see  mother,  but  I'll  be  gone 
before  you  come  home." 

"Gone  where?" 

"Just  away.  I  don't  know  where,"  Eugene  an- 
swered from  the  door.  "  I  couldn't  live  here  any 
longer.     I — " 

"You've  been  drinking,"  said  Mr.  Louden,  in- 
spired. "You'd  better  not  let  Mamie  Pike  sec 
you." 

Eugene  laughed  desolately.  "I  don't  mean  to. 
I  shall  write  to  her.  Good-bye,"  he  said,  and  was 
gone  before  Mr.  Louden  could  restore  enough 
order  out  of  the  chaos  in  his  mind  to  stop  him. 

Thus  Mrs.  Louden's  long  wait  at  the  windmv 
was  tragically  rewarded,  and  she  became  an  un- 
happy actor  in  Canaan's  drama  of  that  day.  Other 
ladies  attended  at  other  windows,  or  near  their 
front  doors,  throughout  the  afternt>on :  the  families 
of  the  three  patriarchs  awaiting  their  return,  as 
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the  time  drew  on.  with  somcthiti),'  akin  to  tivn/.\ . 
Mrs.  Flitcroft  (a  lady  of  temper),  whose  rhruma- 
tism  confined  her  to  a  chair,  had  her  j^ramlson 
wheel  her  out  upon  the  porch,  and,  as  the  dusk- 
fell  and  she  finally  saw  her  hus!)and  coming  at  a 
laggard  pace,  leaning  upon  his  cane,  his  chin  sunk 
on  his  breast,  she  frankly  told  Xorbert  that  al- 
though she  had  lived  with  that  man  more  than 
fifty-seven  years,  she  would  never  be  able  to  under- 
stand him.  She  repeated  this  with  genuine  symp- 
toms of  hysteria  when  she  discovered  that  the 
Colonel  had  not  come  straight  from  the  Tabor 
house,  but  had  stopped  two  hours  at  Peter  Brad- 
bury's to  "talk  it  over." 

One  item  of  his  recital,  while  sufficiently  start- 
ling to  his  wife,  had  a  remarkable  effect  upon  his 
grandson.  This  was  the  information  that  Ariel 
Tabor's  fortune  no  longer  existed. 

"What's  that?"  cried  Norbert,  starting  t(j  his 
feet.     "What  are  you  talking  about?" 

"  It's  true,"  said  the  Colonel,  deliberately.  "  She 
told  me  so  herself.  Eskew  had  dropped  off  into 
a  sort  of  doze — more  like  a  stupor,  jierhaps, — and 
we  all  went  into  Roger's  old  studio,  except  Louden 
and  the  doctor,  and  while  we  were  there,  talkin', 
one  of  Pike's  clerks  came  with  a  basket  full  of  tin 
boxes  and  packages  of  papers  and  talked  to  Miss 
Tabor  at  the  door  and  went  away.     Then  old  Peter 
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blundered  nut  and  asked  her  iM)int-bUink  what  it 
was,  and  she  said  it  was  her  estate,  almost  every- 
thing she  hari,  except  the  h<nu;e.  Huekalew,  tryiii' 
to  nii^ke  a  joke,  said  he'tl  be  willin'  t<)  swap  Ins 
housi  and  lot  for  the  basket,  and  she  laughed  and 
told  him  she  thought  he  tl  be  sorry;  that  all  there 
was,  to  sjx?ak  of,  was  a  jiile  of  distillery  stock — " 

"What'"  repeated  Norbert,  increduk)usly. 

"Yes.  It  was  the  truth,"  said  the  Colonel,  sol- 
emnly. "I  saw  it  myself:  blocks  and  blocks  of 
stock  in  that  distillery  trust  that  went  up  higher'n 
a  kite  last  year.  Roger  had  put  all  of  Jonas's  good 
money — " 

"Not  into  that!  '  shouted  Norbert,  imcontrolla- 
bly  excited. 

"Yes,  he  did.     I  tell  you  I  saw  it!" 

"I  tell  you  he  didn't.  He  owned  Granger  Gas, 
W(jrth  more  to-day  than  it  ever  was!  Pike  was 
Roger's  attorney-in-fact  and  bought  it  for  him 
before  the  old  man  died.  The  check  went  through 
my  hands.  You  don't  think  I'd  forget  as  big  a 
check  as  that,  do  you,  even  if  it  was  more  than  a 
year  ago?  Or  how  it  was  signed  and  who  made 
out  to?  It  was  Martin  Pike  that  got  caught  with 
distillery  stock.     He  speculated  once  too  often!" 

"No,  you're  wrong,"  persisted  the  Colonel.  "I 
tell  you  I  saw  it  myself." 

"Then   you're   blind,"    returned   his   grandbon, 
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disrespectfully;  "you're  hlinil  <>r  else    -dv  clsr 
He  paused,  open-moutlietl.  a  look  of  \v>ii(Kf  si  i  u>,'- 
^lin^  'Is  way   to  expression   upon  luni,   ^va<lu.ill\ 
conquering  every  knobliy  outj)ost  ot    his  counte 
nance.     He  struck  his  fat  hands  together,    "  Wliere's 
Jt,     Louden?"  he  asked,  shar])ly.     "1  want  to  see 
him.     Did  you  leave  him  at  Miss  Tabor's?" 

"  He's  goin'  to  sit  up  with  Eskew.  What  do  you 
want  of  him?" 

"I  should  say  you  better  ask  that!'  Mrs.  llit- 
croft  began,  shrilly.  "  It's  enough,  I  guuss,  for  one 
of  this  family  to  go  run-  '  after  him  and  shiikin' 
hands  with  him  and  Hea\  knows  what  not !  A'or- 
bert  Flitcroft !" 

But  Norbert  jumped  from  the  porcJi,  nithlesslv 
crossed  his  grandmother's  geranium- Vied,  and,  mak- 
ing od  at  as  sharp  a  pace  as  his  architecture  per- 
mitted, within  ten  minutes  opened  Ariel's  gate. 

Sam  Warden  came  forward  to  meet  him. 

"Don't  ring,  please,  suh,"  said  S.'un.  "  Dey  sot 
me  out  heah  to  tell  inquirin'  frien's  dat  }>>'  ole  Mist' 
Arp  mighty  low\" 

"1  want  to  see  Mr.  Louden."  returned  Norbert. 
"I  want  to  see  him  immediately. 

"  I  don'  reckon  he  kin  come  out  yit,"  Sam  said, 
in  a  low  tone.     "  But  I  kin  go  in  an'  ast  'em." 

He  stepped  softly  within,  leaving  N'  -->  •■'-t  wait- 
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door  was  open,  the  room  brightly  lighted,  as 
Eskew  had  commanded  when,  a  little  earlier,  he 
awoke. 

Joe  and  Ariel  were  alone  with  him,  leaning  tow- 
ard him  with  such  white  anxiety  that  the  colored 
man  needed  no  warning  to  make  him  remain  silent 
in  the  hallway.  The  veteran  was  speaking  and 
his  voice  was  very  weak,  seeming  to  come  from  a 
great  distance. 

"It's  mighty  funny,  but  I  feel  like  I  used  to 
when  I  was  a  little  boy.  I  ^eckon  I'm  kind  of 
scared — after  all.     Airie  Tabor, — are  you — here?" 

"Yes,  Mr.  Arp." 

"I  thought — so — but  I — I  don't  see  very  ell — 
lately.     I — wanted — to — know — to  know — " 

"Yes — to  know?"     She  knelt  close  beside  him. 

"It's  kind  of — foolish,"  he  whispered.  "I  just 
— wanted  to  know  if  you  was  still  here.  It — don't 
seem  so  lonesome  now  that  I  know." 

She  put  her  arm  lightly  about  him  and  he  smiled 
and  was  silent  for  a  time.  Then  he  struggled 
to  rise  upon  his  elbow,  and  they  lifted  him  a 
little. 

"It's  hard  to  breathe,"  gasped  the  old  man. 
"I'm  pretty  near — the  big  road.     Joe  Louden — " 

"Yes?" 

"You'd  have  been — willing — willing  to  change 
places  with  me — just  now — when  Airie — " 
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Joe  laid  his  hand  on  his,  and  I'^skew  smiled  again. 
"I  thought  so!     And,  Joe — " 

"Yes?" 

"You  always — always  had  the — the  best  of  that 
joke  between  us.  Do  you  —  you  suppose  they 
charge  admission  —  up  there?"  His  eyes  were 
lifted.  "  Do  you  suppose  you've  got  to— to  show 
your  good  deeds  to  git  in?"  The  answering 
whisper  was  almost  as  faint  as  the  old  man's. 

"No,"  panted  Eskew,  "nobody  knows.  But  I 
hope — I  do  hope — they'll  have  some  free  seats. 
iC's  a — mighty  poor  show — we'll — all  have — if 
they— don't!" 

He  sighed  peacefully,  his  head  grew  heavier  on 
Joe's  arm ;  and  the  young  man  set  his  hand  gently 
upon  the  unseeing  eyes.  Ariel  did  not  rise  from 
where  she  knelt,  but  looked  up  at  him  when,  a  lit- 
tle later,  he  lifted  his  hand. 

"Yes,"  said  Joe,  "you  can  cry  now," 
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iOE  helped  to  carry  what  was  mortal 
of  Eskew  from  Ariel's  house  to  its 
final  abiding  -  place.  With  him,  in 
that  task,  were  Buckalew,  Bradbury, 
'  the  Colonel,  and  the  grandsons  of  the 
two  latter,  and  Mrs.  Louden  drew  in  her  skirts 
grimly  as  her  step-son  passed  her  in  the  mournful 
procession  through  the  hall.  Her  eyes  were  red 
with  weeping  (not  for  Eskew),  but  not  so  red  as 
those  of  Mamie  Pike,  who  stood  beside  her. 

On  the  way  to  the  cemetery,  Joe  and  Ariel  were 
together  in  a  carriage  with  Buckalew  and  the  min- 
ister who  had  read  the  service,  a  dark,  pleasant- 
eyed  young  man ;— and  the  Squire,  after  being  al- 
most overcome  during  the  ceremony,  experienced 
a  natural  reaction,  talking  cheerfully  throughout 
the  long  drive.  He  recounted  many  anecdotes  of 
Eskew,  chuckling  over  most  of  them,  though  filled 
with  wonder  by  a  coincidence  which  he  and  Flit- 
croft  had  discovered ;  the  Colonel  had  recently  been 
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made  the  custodian  of  his  old  friend's  will,  and  it 
had  been  opened  the  day  before  the  funeral.  Es- 
kcw  had  left  everything  he  possessed— with  the 
regret  that  it  was  so  little — to  Joe. 

"But  the  queer  thing  about  it,"  said  the  Squire, 
addressing  himself  to  Ariel,  "was  the  date  of  it, 
the  seventeenth  of  June.  The  Colonel  and  I  got 
to  talkin'  it  over,  out  on  his  porch,  last  night, 
tryin'  to  rec'lect  what  was  goin'  on  about  then, 
and  we  figgered  it  out  that  it  was  the  Monday 
after  you  come  back,  the  very  day  lie  got  so  up- 
set when  he  saw  you  goin'  up  to  Louden 's  law- 
office  with  your  roses." 

Joe  looked  quickly  at  Ariel.  She  did  not  meet 
his  glance,  but,  turning  instead  to  Ladew,  the 
clergyman,  began,  with  a  barely  perceptible  blush, 
to  talk  of  something  he  had  said  in  a  sermon  two 
weeks  ago.  The  two  fell  into  a  thoughtful  and 
amiable  discussion,  during  which  there  stole  into 
Joe's  heart  a  strange  and  unreasonable  pain.  The 
young  minister  had  lived  in  Canaan  only  a  few 
months,  and  Joe  had  never  seen  him  until  that 
morning;  but  he  liked  the  short,  honest  talk  he  had 
made;  liked  his  cadenceless  voice  and  keen,  dark 
face;  and,  recalling  what  he  had  heard  Martin 
Pike  vociferating  in  his  brougham  one  Sunday, 
perceived  that  Ladew  was  the  fellow  who  had 
"got  to  go"  because  his  sermons  did  not  please 
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the  Judge.  Vet  Ariel  remembered  for  more  than 
a  fortnight  a  passage  from  one  of  these  sermons. 
And  as  Joe  looked  at  the  manly  and  intelligent  face 
opposite  him,  it  did  not  seem  strange  that  she 
should. 

He  resolutely  turned  his  eyes  to  the  open  window 
and  saw  that  they  had  entered  the  cemetery,  were 
near  the  green  knoll  where  Eskew  was  to  lie  beside 
a  brother  who  had  died  long  ago.  He  let  the  min- 
ister help  Ariel  out,  going  quickly  forward  him 
self  with  Buckalew;  and  then— after  the  little 
while  that  the  restoration  of  dust  to  dust  merci- 
fully needs— he  returned  to  the  carriage  only  to 
get  his  hat. 

Ariel  and  Ladew  and  the  Squire  were  already 
seated  and  waiting.  "Aren't  you  going  to  ride 
home  with  us?"  she  asked,  surprised. 

"No,"  he  explained,  not  looking  at  her.  "I 
have  to  talk  with  Norbert  Flitcroft.  I'm  going 
back  with  him.     Good-bye." 

His  excuse  was  the  mere  truth,  his  conversation 
with  Norbert,  in  the  carriage  which  they  managed 
to  secure  to  themselves,  continuing  earnestly  un- 
til Joe  spoke  to  the  driver  and  alighted  at  a  comer, 
near  Mr.  Farbach's  Italian  possessions.  "Don't 
forget,"  he  said,  as  he  closed  the  carriage  door. 
"I've  got  to  have  both  ends  of  the  string  in  my 
hands." 
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"Forget!"  Norbert  looked  at  the  cupola  of 
the  Pike  Mansion,  rising  above  the  maples  down 
the  street.     "It  isn't  likely  I'll  forget!" 


When  Joe  entered  the  "Louis  Quinze  room" 
which  some  decorator,  drunk  with  power,  hafl 
mingled  into  the  brewer's  v'iHa,  he  found  the  owner 
and  Mr.  Sheehan,  with  five  other  men,  engaged  in 
a  meritorious  attempt  to  tone  down  the  apartment 
with  smoke.  Two  of  the  five  others  were  pros- 
perous owners  of  saloons;  two  were  known  to  the 
public  (whose  notion  of  what  it  meant  when  it 
used  the  term  w^as  something  of  the  vaguest)  as 
politicians;  the  fifth  was  Mr.  Farbach's  closest 
friend,  one  who  (Joe  had  heard)  was  to  be  the  next 
chairman  of  the  city  committee  of  the  party. 
They  were  seated  about  a  table,  enveloped  in  blue 
clouds,  and  hushed  to  a  grave  and  pertinent  silence 
which  clarified  immediately  the  circumstance  that 
whatever  debate  had  preceded  his  arrival,  it  was 
now  settlf^d. 

Their  oeting  of  him,  however,  though  exceed- 
ingly quiet,  indicated  a  certain  expectancy,  as  he 
accepted  the  chair  which  had  been  left  for  him  at 
the  head  of  the  table.  He  looked  thinner  and 
paler  than  usual,  which  is  saying  a  great  deal ;  but 
presently,  finding  that  the  fateful  hush  which  his 
entrance  had  broken  was  immediately  resumed, 
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a  twinkle  came  into  his  eye,  one  of  his  eyebrows 
went  up  and  a  corner  of  his  mouth  went  down. 

"Well,  gentlemen?"  he  said. 

The  smokers  continued  to  smoke  and  to  do 
nothing  else;  the  exception  being  Mr.  Sheehan, 
who,  though  he  spoke  not,  exhibited  tokens  of 
agitation  and  excitement  which  he  curbed  with 
difficulty;  shifting  about  in  his  chair,  gnawing  his 
cigar,  crossing  and  uncrossing  his  knees,  rubbing 
and  slapping  his  hands  together,  clearing  his  throat 
with  violence,  his  eyes  fixed  all  the  while,  as  were 
those  of  his  companions,  upon  Mr.  Farbach;  so 
that  Joe  was  given  to  perceive  that  it  had  been 
agreed  that  the  brewer  should  be  the  spokesman. 
Mr.  Farbach  was  deliberate,  that  was  all,  which 
added  to  the  effect  of  what  he  finally  did  say. 

"Choe,"  he  remarked,  placidly,  "you  are  der 
next  Mayor  off  Canaan." 

"Why  do  you  say  that?"  asked  the  young  man, 
sharply. 

"  Bickoss  us  here,"  he  answered,  interlocking  the 
tips  of  his  fingers  over  his  waistcoat,  that  being  as 
near  folding  his  hands  as  lay  within  his  power,— 
"  bickoss  us  here  shall  try  to  fix  it  so,  und  so  hcf 
ditcided." 

Joe  took  a  dorp  breath.  "Whv  do  vou  want 
me?" 

"Dot,"  replied  the  brewer,  "iss  someding  I  shali 
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tell  you."  He  paused  to  contemplate  his  cigar. 
"We  want  you  bickoss  you  are  dcr  best  man  fer 
dot  posit sion." 

"  Louie,  you  mustn't  make  a  mistake  at  the  be- 
ginning," Joe  said,  hurriedly.  "  I  may  not  be  the 
kind  of  man  you're  looking  for.  If  I  went  in — " 
He  hesitated,  stammering.  "  It  seems  an  ungrate- 
ful thing  to  say,  but — but  there  wouldn't  be  any 
slackness — I  couldn't  be  bound  to  anybody — " 

"Holt  up  your  bosses!"  Mr.  Farbach,  once  in 
his  life,  was  so  ready  to  reply  that  he  was  able  to 
interrupt.  "Who  hef  you  heert  speak  otT  bound- 
ing ?  Hef  I  sjieak';  ofT  favors  ?  Dit  I  say  der  shoult 
be  slackness  in  dcr  city  gofer'ment  ?  Litsen  to  me, 
Choe."  He  renewed  his  contemplation  of  his 
cigar,  then  proceeded:  "I  hef  been  t'inkin'  it  oter, 
now  a  couple  years.  I  lu>f  mate  up  my  mind.  If 
some  peobles  are  gombi.  It  to  keep  der  laws  and 
odcrs  are  not,  dot's  a  great  atwantitch  to  dcr  oders. 
Dot  iss  what  iss  ruining  der  gountry  und  dcr  peo- 
bles iss  commencement  to  take  notice.  Efer'vercs 
in  oder  towns  der  iss  houseclcaning ;  dey  are  re- 
forming und  indieding,  und  ])or  ;  .-»  .n  dot  mofe- 
ment  comes  here  —  shoo-er!  It  •.  c  i.tcnt  to  holt 
der  pardy  in  power,  we  shoult  be  a  leetle  ahead  off 
dot  mofement,  so,  when  it  shoult  be  here,  we  hef 
a  goot  'minadstration  to  fall  beck  on.  Now,  derc 
iss  anodcr  brewery  oper;ed  und  trying  to  gombei:'^ 
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mit  me  here  in  Canaan.     If  dot  brewery  owns  dcr 
Mayor,  all  der  tsaloons  buying  my  bier  must  shut 
up  at  'leven  o'glock  und  Sundays,  but  der  orlcrs 
keep  open.     If  I  own  der  Mayor.  I  make  dcr  same 
against  dot  oder  brewery.     Now  I  am  pooty  sick 
off  dot  ways  off  bitsness  und  fighting  all  times. 
Also,"  Mr.  Farbach  added,  with  magnificent  calm- 
ness,  "my  trade  iss  larchly  owitside  off  Canaan, 
und  it  iss  bedder  dot  here  der  laws  shoult  be  en- 
forced d^T  same  fer  all.     Litsen,  Choe;  all  us  here 
beliefs    der    same    way.     You    are    square.     Der 
whole  tsaloon  element  knows  dot,  und  knows  dot 
all  voult  be  treated  der  same.     Mit  you  it  voult  be 
fairness  fer  each  one.     Foolish  peobles  hef  sait  you 
are  a  law-tricker,  but  we  know  dot  you  hef  only 
mate  der  laws  brotcct  as  well  as  bunish.     Und  at 
such  times  as  dey  het  been  broken,  you  hef  made 
dem  as  mertsiful  as  you  coult.     You  are  no  tricker. 
We  are  willing  to  help  you  make  it  a  glean  town. 
Odervisc  der  fightin'  voult  go  on  until  der  mofc- 
ment  strikes  here  und  all  der  granks  vake  up  und 
we  git  a  f(,ol  reformer  fer  Mayor  und  der  town  goes 
to  der  dogs.     If  I  try  to  put  in  a  man  dot  I  ow^n. 
der  Oder  brewery  iss  goin'  to  ligb.t  like  hell,  but  if 
I  work  fer  you  it  will  not  fight  so  hart." 

•  But  the  other  people,"  Joe  objected, "  those  out- 
sic.  of  what  is  called  the  saloon  element— do  you 
understand  how  many  of  them  will  be  against  me  ?" 
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"It  iss  der  tsaloon  element,"  Mr.  Farbach  re- 
turned, peacefully,  "dot  does  der  fightin'." 

"And  you  have  considered  my  standing  with 
that  part  of  Canaan  which  considers  itself  the  most 
respectable  section?"  He  rose  to  his  feet,  stand- 
ing straight  and  c^uiet,  facing  the  table,  upon 
which,  it  chanced,  there  lay  a  copy  of  the  Tocsin. 

"Und  yet,"  observed  Mr.  Farbach,  with  mild- 
ness, "we  got  some  pooty  risbecdable  men  right 
here." 

"Except  me,"  broke  in  Mr.  Sheehan,  grimly, 
"you  have." 

"Have  you  thought  of  this?"  Joe  leaned  for- 
ward and  touched  the  paper  upon  the  table. 

"We  hef,"  replied  Mr.  Farbach.  "All  of  us. 
You  shall  beat  it." 

There  was  a  strong  chorus  of  confirmation  from 
the  others,  and  Joe's  eyes  flashed. 

"Have  you  considered,"  he  continued,  rapidly, 
while  a  warm  color  began  to  conquer  his  pallor, — 
"  have  you  considered  the  powerful  influence  which 
will  be  against  me,  and  more  against  me  now,  I 
should  tell  you,  than  ever  before?  That  influence, 
I  mean,  which  is  striving  so  hard  to  discredit  me 
that  lynch- law  has  been  hinted  for  poor  Fear  if  I 
should  clear  him!  Have  you  thought  of  that? 
Have  you  thought — " 

"Have  we  thought  o'  Martin  Pike?"  exclaimed 
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Mr.  Sheehan,  springing  to  his  feet,  face  aflame  and 
beard  bristling.  "Ay,  we've  thought  o'  Martin 
Pike,  and  our  thinkin'  of  him  is  where  he  begins 
to  git  what's  comin'  to  him!  What  d'ye  stand 
there  pickin'  straws  fer?  What's  the  matter  with 
ye?"  he  demanded,  angrily,  his  violence  tenfold 
increased  by  the  long  repression  he  had  put  upon 
himself  during  the  brewer's  deliberate  utterances. 
"  If  Louie  Farbach  and  his  crowd  says  they're  fir 
ye,  I  guess  ye've  got  a  chanst,  haven't  ye?" 

"Wait,"  said  Joe.  "I  think  you  underestimate 
Pike's  influence — " 

"Underestimate  the  devil!"  shouted  Mr.  Saet - 
han,  uncontrollably  excited.  "You  talk  about  in- 
fluence! He's  been  the  worst  influence  this  town's 
ever  had — and  his  tracks  co\'ered  up  in  the  dark 
wherever  he  set  his  ugly  foot  down.  These  men 
know  it,  and  you  know-  some,  but  not  the  worst  of 
it,  because  none  of  ye  live  as  deep  down  in  it  as  I 
do!  Ye  want  to  make  a  clean  town  of  it,  ye  want 
to  make  a  little  heaven  of  the  Beach — " 

"And  in  the  eyes  of  Judge  Pike,"  Joe  cut  him 
otT,  "and  of  all  who  take  their  opinions  from  him, 
I  represent  Beaver  Beach!" 

Mike  Sheehan  gave  a  wild  shout.  "Whooroo! 
It's  come !  I  knowed  it  would !  The  day  I  couldn't 
hold  my  tongue,  though  I  passed  my  word  I  would 
when  the  coward  showed  the  deed  he  didn't  dare 
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to  git.  recorded!  Waugh!"  He  shouted  again, 
with  bitter  lau^l^'er.  "Ye  ilt.'.  in  the  eyes  o' 
them  as  follow  Martin  Pike  ye  stand  fer  the  Beacl> 
and  all  its  wickedness,  d«3  ye?  Whoorool  It's 
come!  Yv'tv  an  «)tTence  in  the  eyes  o'  Martin  I^ike 
an<l  all  his  kind  because  ye  stand  fer  the  Beach, 
are  ye?" 

"You  know  it!"  Joe  answered,  shar^yly.  "If 
they  could  wipe  the  Beach  off  the  map  and  me 
with  it — " 

"Martin  Pike  would?"  shouted  Mr.  Sheehan, 
while  the  others,  open-mouthed,  stared  at  him. 
"Martin  Pike  would?" 

"  I  don't  need  to  tell  you  that,"  said  Joe. 

Mr.  Sheehan's  big  fist  rose  high  over  the  table 
and  descended  crashing  upon  it.  "  It's  a  damn 
lie!"  he  ro.  red.  "Martin  Pike  owns  Beaver 
Beach!" 
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JOE    WALKS    ACROSS    THE    COURT-HOUSE     VARD 

}ROM  within  the  glossy  old  walnut 
bar  that  ran  from  wall  to  wall,  tbe 
eyes  of  the  lawyers  and  repTt'.Ts 
wandered  often  to  Ariel  aii  she  sat  m 
the  packed  court-room  watching  Lou- 
den's  fight  for  the  life  and  liberty  of  Happy  Fear. 
She  had  always  three  escorts,  and  though  she  did 
not  miss  a  session,  and  the  same  three  never  failed 
to  attend  her,  no  whisper  of  scandal  arose.  But 
not  upon  them  did  the  glances  of  the  members  of 
the  bar  and  the  journalists  with  tender  frequency 
linger;  nor  were  the  younger  members  of  these 
two  professions  all  who  gazed  that  way.  Joe  had 
fought  out  the  selection  of  the  jury  with  the 
prosecutor  at  great  length  and  with  infinite  pains; 
it  was  not  a  young  jury,  and  it  stared  at  her.  The 
"Court"  wore  a  gray  beard  with  which  a  flock 
of  sparrows  might  have  villaged  a  grove,  and  yet, 
in  spite  of  the  vital  necessity  for  watchfulness  over 
this  fighting  case,  //  once  needed  to  be  stirred  from 
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;i  trancelikf  gaze  in  Miss  Talxir's  direction  an.l 
an)used  to  the  realization  that  It  was  thoio  to  Sii 
and  not  to  dream. 

The  August  air  was  warm  outside  the  windows, 
inviting  to  the  open  country,  to  swimmin'-hole, 
to  i^rchard  reveries,  or  shaded  pool  wherein  to 
drop  a  meditative  hne;  \on  would  have  thought  no 
one  could  willingly  enop  himself  in  this  hot  room 
for  three  hours,  twice  a  day,  while  lawyers  wrangled, 
often  unintelligil)ly,  over  the  life  of  a  dingy  little 
cr<ature  like  Happy  Fear,  yet  the  struggle  to 
swelter  there  was  almost  like  a  riot,  and  the  baililTs 
were  busy  men. 

It  was  a  fighting  case  thrcmghout,  fought  to  a 
finish  on  each  ti  y  point  as  it  came  up,  dragging, 
in  the  m.'^  'r '-„■..'■  ;  ■■  time,  interminably,  yet  the 
people  o*"  L  ..cu',  I  >t  only  those  who  succeeded 
in  penc'- -iL'-ii'  ;••  :/;;;-  court-room,  Imt  the  others 
,  ■  ■■u.-  ' ';■;  >  on"idors,  or  outside  the  buikl- 
.1.  .-;  of  stay-at-hf)mcs  who  read 
,i.'.':)  found  each  moment  of  it 
enthralling  enough.  The  State's  attorney,  fe;i rful  ( )f 
losing  so  notorious  a  case,  and  not  underestimat- 
ing his  opponent,  had  modestly  summoned  others 
to  his  aid ;  and  the  attorney  for  the  defence,  single- 
handed,  faced  "an  array  of  legal  talent  such  as 
seldom  indeed  had  hollered  at  this  bar";  faced  it 
good-naturedly,  an  eyebrow  crooked  up  and  his 
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head  on  one  side,  most  of  the  time,  yet  faced  it 
indomitably.  He  had  a  certain  careless  and  dis- 
arming smile  when  he  lost  a  point,  which  carried 
olT  the  defeat  as  of  only  humorous  account  and 
not  at  all  part  of  the  serious  business  in  hand ;  and 
in  his  treatment  of  witnesses,  he  was  plausible, 
kindly,  knowing  that  in  this  case  he  had  no  ni- 
tending  perjurer  to  entrap;  brought  into  play  the 
rare  and  delicate  art  of  which  he  was  a  master, 
employing  in  his  questions  subtle  suggestions  and 
shadings  of  tone  and  manner,  and  avoiding  words 
of  debatable  and  dangerous  meanings;— a  fine  craft, 
often  attempted  by  blunderers  to  their  own  un- 
doing, but  which,  practised  by  Joseph  Lcmden. 
made  inarticulate  witnesses  articulate  to  the  pre- 
cise eflects  which  he  desired.  This  he  accom- 
plished as  much  by  the  help  of  the  continuous  fire 
of  objections  from  the  other  side  as  in  spite  o\ 
them.  He  was  infinitely  careful,  asking  never  an 
ill-advised  question  for  the  other  side  to  use  to 
his  hurt,  and,  though  exhibiting  only  a  pleasant 
easiness  of  manner,  was  electrically  alert. 

A  hundred  things  had  shown  Ariel  that  the  feel- 
ing of  the  place,  influenced  by  "public  sentiment" 
without,  was  subtly  and  profoundly  hostile  to  Joe 
and  his  cHent;  she  read  this  in  the  spectators,  in 
the  jury,  even  in  the  Judge;  but  it  seemed  to  her 
that  day  by  day  the  inimical  spirit  gradually  failed. 
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inside  the  railing,  and  also  in  those  spectators  who, 
like  herself,  were  enabled  by  special  favor  to  be 
present  thnjughout  the  trial,  and  that  now  and 
then  a  kindlier  sentiment  bep;an  to  be  manifested. 
She  was  unaware  how  strongly  she  contributed  to 
elTect  this  herself,  not  only  through  the  glow  of 
visible   sympathy   which   radiated   from   h.er,   but 
by  a  particular  action.     Claudine  was  called  by 
the  State,  and  told  as  much  of  her  story  as  the 
law  permitted  her  to  tell,  interlarding  her  replies 
with  fervent  protestations   (too  ciuick  t(->  be  pre- 
vented) that  she  "never  meant  to  bring  vo  trouble 
to  Mr.  Fear"  and  that  she  "did  hate  to  have  gcn'le- 
mcn  starting  things  on  her  account."     When  the 
defence   took    this    per*^'irbed    witness,    her   inter- 
polations became  less  freciuent.  and  she  described 
straightforwardly  how  she  had  found  the  pistol  on 
the  floor  near  the  prostrate  figure  of  Cor\-,   and 
hidden  it  in  her  own  dress.     The  attorneys  for  the 
State  listened  with  a  somewhat  cynical  amusement 
to  this  portion  of  her  testim,ony,  beli(,'ving  it  of  n<» 
account,  uncorroborated,  and  that  if  necessary  the 
State  could  impeach  the  witness  on   the  ground 
that   it   had   been   indispensable   to   pro(luce   her. 
She  came  down  weeping  from  the  stand;  and.  the 
next   witness   not   being   immediately   c;dled.    the 
eyes  of  the  jurymen  naturally  followed  her  as  she 
passed  to  her  seat,  and  thi  y  saw  Ariel  Tal'or  bow 
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gravely  to  her  across  the  railing.  Now,  a  thou- 
sand things  not  set  forth  by  legislatures,  law-men 
and  judges  afTect  a  jury,  and  the  slight  salutation 
caused  the  members  of  this  one  to  glance  at  one 
another;  for  it  seemed  to  imply  that  the  exquisite 
lady  in  white  not  only  knew  Claudine,  hut  knew 
that  she  had  spoken  the  truth.  It  was  after  this, 
that  a  feeling  f  vorable  to  the  defence  now  and 
then  noticeably  manifested  itself  in  the  court 
room.  Still,  when  '  .e  evidence  for  the  State  was 
all  in,  the  life  of  Happy  Fear  seemed  to  rest  in  a 
balance  precarious  indeed,  and  the  little  man, 
swallowing  pitifully,  looked  at  his  attorney  v/ith 
the  eyes  of  a  sick  dog. 

Then  Joe  gave  the  prosecutors  an  illuminating 
and  stunning  surprise,  and,  having  offered  in  evi- 
dence the  revolver  found  upon  Claudine,  produced 
as  his  first  witness  a  pawnbroker  of  Denver,  who 
identified  the  n-eapon  as  one  he  had  soM  to  Cory, 
whom  he  had  known  very  well.  The  s^iamd  wit- 
ness, also  a  stranger,  had  be^m  even  more  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  dead  man,  and  there  U-gan  to 
be  an  uneasy  oomprehensifjn  of  %'hat  )<xi  ha<f  ac- 
complished during  that  proVynged  ar^ence  ^>f  hk 
which  had  so  nearly  cost  th*-  ltf#»  <>f  the  little  mon- 
grel, who  was  at  pres^-nt  rmost  blissful  Respecta^^l- 
it y !)  a  lively  ^'onvakscent  in  Ari^-I '%  \/^-^\<:  vard  Tth^ 
second  witness  also  identified  the  r^yr>|ver.  t^tti- 
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I'ying  that  he  had  borrowed  it  fr..m  Cory  in  St, 
Louis  to  settle  a  question  of  marksmanship,  atv^ 
that  on  his  returning  ir  to  the  owner,  the  latter, 
then  working  his  way  e.iStward,  had  confided  to 
him  his  intention  of  stopping  in  Canaan  for  the  pur- 
pose of  exercismg  its  melancholy  functions  ujion 
a  man  wh(j  had  once  "done  him  ;-,ood"  in  tli-it 
city 

By  the  time  the  witness  had  reached  this  point, 
the  Prosecutor  and  his  assistants  were  on  their 
feet,  excitedly  shouting  objections,  which  were 
promptly  overruled.  Taken  unawares,  they  fought 
^or  time;  thunder  was  loosed.  lorensic  btdlow- 
ings ;  everybody  lost  his  temyxT  -  excv/j )t  Joe ;  and 
the  examinati^m  of  the  witness  proceeded.  Cory, 
with  that  singular  inspiration  to  confide  in  s<  inn- 
one,  which  is  the  characteristic  and  the  undoing 
of  his  kind,  had  '-•jlimed  his  i:>lan  <>f  operations  t  ■ 
the  witness  with  {jtirfect  clarity.  He  would  first 
attempt,  so  he  had  decl.ired.  t'  incite  an  attack 
up^m  himself  by  playing  upon  tlie  jealousy  of  his 
victim,  having  already  made  a  tentative  effort  in 
that  direction.  Failing  in  rhis.  he  would  fall  back 
u[Xjn  one  oi'  a  doztti  sciiemes  (for  he  was  ready  in 
such  matters,  he  braggefl).  the  most  likely  of  whicli 
would  be  to  play  the  peacemaker:  lie  would  talk 
<A  his  ^ood  intenii-ms  toward,  his  enemy,  speaking 
publicly  of  him  m  friendh  and  gentle  ways:  tlien, 
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getting  at  him  secretly,  ilestroy  him  in  such  a 
fashion  as  to  leave  open  for  himself  the  kind  gate 
of  self-defence.  In  brief,  here  was  the  whole  talU' 
of  what  had  actually  occurred,  with  the  exception 
of  the  last  account  in  the  sequence  which  had 
proved  that  demise  for  which  Cory  had  not  ar- 
ranged ;  and  it  fell  from  the  lips  of  a  witness  whom 
the  prosecution  had  no  means  of  iinjieaching. 
When  he  left  the  stand,  unshaken  and  undis- 
credited,  after  a  frantic  cross  -  examination.  Joe, 
turning  to  resume  his  seat,  let  his  hand  fall  lightly 
for  a  second  upon  his  client's  shoulder. 

That  was  the  occasion  of  a  demonstration  which 
indicated  r  sentiment  favorable  to  the  defence  (or 
the  part  of  at  least  three  of  the  spectators) ;  and  it 
was  in  the  nature  of  such  a  ham.mering  of  canes 
upon  the  bare  wooden  n(_)or  as  effectually  stopped 
all  other  proceedings  instantly.  The  indignant 
Jutlge  fixed  the  Colonel.  Peter  Bradbury,  and 
Squire  Buckalew  with  his  glittering  eye,  yet  the 
hammering  continued  unabated;  and  the  olYend- 
ers  surely  would  have  been  conducted  forth  in 
ignominy,  had  not  gallantry  prevailed,  even  in 
that  formal  place.  The  Judge,  reluctantly  realiz- 
ing that  some  latitude  must  ho  allowed  to  these 
aged  enthusiasts,  since  they  somehow  seemed  to 
belong  to  Miss  Tabor,  made  his  remarks  general, 
with   the   time  -  worn   threat   to  clear  the    room, 
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whercupun  the  loyal  sur\-ivr>rs  of  Eski-w  relapsed 
into  unabashed  silence. 

It  was  now,  as  Joe  had  said,  a  clear-em )U<Th  ease. 
Only  the  case  itself,  however,  was  clear,  f(~»r,  as 
he  and  his  friends  feared,  the  verdict  miijht  ])os- 
sibly  be  neither  in  accordance  with  the  law,  ilk- 
facts,  nor  the  convictions  of  the  jurv.  Eu!.,vne"s 
defection  had  not  altered  the  tone  of  the  Torsiu. 

All  day  long  a  crowd  of  men  and  l>"ys  hung 
about  the   corridors   of  the  Court-house,    ■ihoul 
the  Square  and  the  n..'ighl)oring  streets,  and  from 
these  rose  sombre  murmurs,  more  and  more  omi- 
nous.    The  public  sentiment  of  a  community  like 
Canaan  can  make  itself  felt  inside  a  court-room; 
and  it  was  strongly  exerted  against  Happy  Fear. 
The    Tocsin   had   always  been   a   powerful  agent; 
Judge    Pike    had    increased    its    strength    with    a 
staff   which    was   thoroughlv   efficient,   alert,   and 
always    able    to    strike    centre    with    the    paper's 
readers;  and  in  town  and  country  it  had  absorbed 
the  circulation  of  the  other  local  journals,  which 
resisted  feebly  at  times,  but  in  the  matter  of  the 
Cory  murder  had  not  dared  to  do  anything  e  .    -t 
follow  the  Tocsin  s  lead.     The  Tocsi).,  having  lit 
the  fire,  fed  it— fed  it  saltpetre  and  sulphur— for 
now  Martin  Pike  was  fighting  hard. 

The  farmers  and  people  of  the  less  urban  parta 
of  the  countr\^  were  accustomed   i"   iiu.id   their 
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opinions  upon  the  Tocsin.  They  regarded  it  ns 
the  single  immutable  rock  of  journalistic  right- 
eousness and  wisdom  in  the  world.  Consequent  1\-. 
stirred  by  the  outbursts  of  the  paper,  they  came 
into  Canaan  in  great  numbers,  and  though  the 
pressure  from  the  town  itself  was  so  strong  that 
only  a  few  of  them  managed  to  crowd  into  the- 
court-room,  the  others  joined  their  voices  to  those 
sombre  n-urmurs  outdoors,  which  increased  in 
loudness  as  the  trial  went  on. 

The  Tocsin,  however,  was  not  having  every- 
thing its  own  way;  the  volume  of  outcry  against 
Happy  Fear  and  his  lawyer  had  diminished,  it  was 
noticed,  in  "very  respectable  quarters."  The  in- 
formation imparted  by  Mike  Sheehan  to  the  poli- 
ticians at  Mr.  Farbach's  had  been  slowly  seeping 
through  the  various  social  strata  of  the  town,  and 
though  at  first  incredulously  rejected,  it  began  to 
find  acceptance ;  Upper  Main  Street  cooling  appre- 
ciably in  its  acceptance  of  the  Tocsin  as  the  law 
and  the  prophets.  There  were  even  a  few  who 
dared  to  wonder  in  their  hearts  if  there  had  not 
been  a  mistake  about  Joe  Louden;  and  although 
Mrs.  Flitcroft  weakened  not,  the  relatives  of 
Squire  Buckalew  and  of  Peter  Bradbury  began  to 
hold  up  their  heads  a  httle,  after  having  made 
home  horrible  for  those  gentlemen  and  reproached 
them  with  their  conversion  as  the  last  word  of 
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senile  shame.  In  addition,  the  Colonel's  grand- 
son and  Mr.  Bradbury's  grandson  had  both  mys- 
tifyingly  lent  countenance  to  Joe,  consorting  with 
him  openly;  the  former  for  his  own  purjjoses — tlio 
latter  because  he  had  cunningly  discovered  that 
it  was  a  way  to  Miss  Tabor's  regard,  which,  since 
her  gentle  rejection  of  him,  he  had  grown  to  be- 
lieve (good  youth!)  might  be  the  pleasantest  thing 
that  could  ever  come  to  him.  In  short,  the  ques- 
tion had  begun  to  thrive :  Was  it  possible  that  Es- 
kew  Arp  had  not  been  insane,  after  all  ? 

The  best  of  those  who  gathered  ominously  about 
the  Court-house  and  its  purlieus  were  the  young 
farmers  and  field-hands,  artisans  and  clerks;  one 
of  the  latter  being  a  pimply  faced  young  man 
(lately  from  the  doctor's  hands),  who  limped,  and 
would  limp  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  he  who,  of  all 
men,  held  the  memory  of  Eskcw  Arp  in  least  re- 
spect, and  was  burningly  desirous  to  rc\-enge  him- 
self upon  the  living. 

The  worst  were  of  that  mystifying,  embryonic, 
semi-rowdy  type,  the  American  voyon.  in  the  pro- 
duction of  which  Canaan  and  her  sister  towns 
everywhere  over  the  country  are  prolific;  the 
young  man,  youth,  boy  perhaps,  creature  of  name- 
less age,  whose  clothes  art  '  kc  tliuse  '  ''  a  brake- 
man  out  of  work,  but  who  is  not  :-.  brakcinan  in 
or  out  of  work,  wearing  the  black.  s*r>ft  hat  t;lted 
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forward  to  shelter — as  a  counter  does  the  contempt 
of  a  clerk — that  expression  which  the  face  does  not 
dare  wear  quite  in  the  ojx>n,  asserting  the  posses- 
sion of  supreme  capacity  i.i  wit,  strength,  dexterity, 
and  amours ;  the  dirty  handkerchief  under  the  col- 
lar; the  short  black  coat  always  double-breasted; 
the  eyelids  sooty;  one  cheek  always  bulged;  the 
forehead  speckled ;  the  lips  cracked ;  horrible  teeth ; 
and  the  affectation  of  possessing  secret  informa- 
tion upon  all  matters  of  the  universe;  above  all, 
the  instinct  of  finding  the  shortest  way  to  any 
scene  of  official  interest  to  the  policeman,  fireman, 
or  ambulance  surgeon; — a  singular  being,  not  pro- 
fessionally criminal ;  tough  histrionically  rather  than 
really ;  full  of  its  own  argot  of  brag ;  hysterical  when 
crossed,  timid  through  great  ignorance,  and  there- 
fore dangerous.  It  furnishes  not  the  leaders  but 
the  mass  of  mobs;  and  it  springs  up  at  times  of 
crisis  from  Heaven  knows  where.  You  might  haw 
driven  through  all  the  streets  of  Canaan,  a  week 
before  the  trial,  and  have  seen  four  or  five  such 
fellows;  Init  from  the  day  of  its  beginning  the 
Square  was  full  of  them,  dingy  shuttlecocks  batted 
up  into  view  by  the  Tocsin. 

They  kept  the  air  whirring  with  their  noise. 
The  new^-  of  that  sitting  which  had  caused  the 
ii^quire,  Flitcroft,  and  Peter  Bradbury  to  risk  the 
Court's  displeasure,  was  greeted  outside  with  loud 
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and  vehement  disfavor;  and  'vhen,  at  noon,  the 
jurymen  were  marshalled  (Jut  to  cross  the  yard 
to  the  "National  House"  for  dinner,  a  large  crowd 
followed  and  surrounded  them,  until  they  reached 
the  doors  of  the  hotel.  "  Don't  let  Lawyer  Louden 
bamboozle  you!"  "  I Lmg  him !"  "'Tar  and  feathers 
fer  ye  ef  ye  don't  hang  him!"  These  were  the 
mildest  threats,  and  Joe  Louden,  watching  from 
an  upper  window  of  the  Covirt-housc,  observed 
with  a  troubled  eye  how  certain  of  the  jury  shnmk 
from  the  pressure  of  the  throng,  how  the  cheeks 
of  others  showed  sudden  pallor.  Sometimes  "  imb- 
lic  sentiment"  has  d(OTe  evil  things  to  those  who 
have  not  shared  it ;  and  Joe  knew  how  rare  a  thing 
is  a  jury  which  dares  to  stand  square  against  a 
town  like  Canaan  aroused. 

The  end  of  that  afternoon';;  session  saw  another 
point  marked  for  tlie  defence ;  Joe  had  j)ut  the  de- 
fendant on  the  stand,  and  the  little  man  had  proved 
an  excellent  witness.  During  his  life  he  had  l)ecn 
manv  things  —  many  things  dibreputal)le ;  iiigli 
standards  were  not  brightly  illumined  for  him  in 
the  beginning  of  the  nigb*-'ri:uch  which  his  life 
had  been.  He  had  m  f^.i  a  tran  p,  afterward  a 
petty  gambler;  but  his  ^red  .r.tivo  had  finally 
come  to  be  the  intention  to  do  what  }'.>>  UAd  him 
to  do:  that,  and  to  keep  CUutdini'  a^  rtrnight  as  he 
could.     In  a  measure,  these  were  th,  .no  tilings 

341 


ri 

!     U 

!  r 


W^^^^^^^^f 


I 


i 


H 


Pw 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

that  had  brought  him  to  the  pass  in  whicli  he  now 
stood,  his  loyalty  to  Joe  anrl  his  resentment  of 
whatever  tamperc  '  with  Claudine's  straightness. 
He  was  submissive  to  the  consequences:  he  was 
still  loyal.  A-id  now  Joe  asked  him  to  tell  "just 
what  happened,"  and  Happy  obeyed  with  crystal 
clearness.  Throughout  the  long,  tricky  cross- 
examination  he  continued  to  tell  "just  what 
hai)peiicd "  with  a  plaintive  truthfulness  not  to 
be  imitated,  and  throughout  it  Joe  guarded  him 
from  pitfalls  (for  lawyers  in  their  search  after 
truth  ar<.'  con  :>elled  by  the  exigencies  of  their  pro- 
fession to  make  j)itfalls  even  for  the  honest),  and 
gave  him,  l)y  various  devices,  time  to  remember, 
though  not  to  think,  and  made  the  words  "come 
right"  in  his  mouth.  So  that  before  the  sitting 
was  over,  a  disquieting  rumor  ran  through  the 
waiting  crowd  in  the  corridors,  acroi,.-,  the  Square, 
nnd  over  the  to\vn,  that  the  case  was  surely  going 
"  Louden 's  way."  This  was  also  t!ie  opinion  of 
a  looker-on  in  Cnnaan— a  ferret-faced  counsellor 
of  corporations  who,  cillc  i  to  consultation  with 
the  eminent  Buckalew  (nei)hew  of  the  Squire), 
had  afterward  spent  an  hour  in  his  company  at 
the  trial.  "  It's  going  that  young  fellow  Louden's 
way,"  said  the  stran^'er.  "You  say  lic's  a  shyster, 
but—" 

"Well,"  admitted  Buckalew,  with  some  reluc- 
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tance.  "I  don'l  mean  that  exactly.     I've  got  an 
old  uncle  who  seems  lately  to  think  he's  a  great 

man." 

"I'll  take  your  uncle's  word  for  it,"  returned 
the  other,  smiling.     "I  think  he'll  j^o  ])retty  far." 

They  had  come  to  the  llight  of  steps  which  de- 
scended to  the  yard,  and  the  visitor,  l(joking  dcnvn 
upon  the  angry  crowd,  added,  "  If  they  don't  kill 

him!" 

Joe  himself  was  anxious  concerning  no  such 
matter.  He  shook  hands  with  Happy  at  the  end 
of  the  sitting,  bidding  him  be  of  good  cheer,  and, 
when  the  little  man  had  marched  away,  under  a 
strong  guard,  began  to  gather  and  -^ort  his  papers 
at  a  desk  inside  the  bar.  This  took  him  perhaps 
five  minutes,  and  when  he  had  finished  there  were 
only  three  people  left  in  the  room :  a  clerk,  a  negro 
janitor  with  a  broom,  and  the  darky  friend  who 
always  hopefully  accompanies  a  colored  man  hold- 
ing high  public  office.  These  two  approvingly 
greeted  the  young  lawyer,  the  janitor  handing  him 
a  note  from  Norbert  Flitcroft,  and  the  frier d  me- 
chanically "borrowing"  a  (luartcr  from  him  as  he 
opened  the  envelope. 

"I'll  be  roun'  yo'  way  to  git  a  box  o'  5c-gahs," 

laughed  the  friend,  "soon  ez  de  campaign  open  up 

good.     Dey   all  goin'  vote  yo'  way,  down  on  the 

levee  bank,  but  dey  sho'  txpecks  to  git  to  smoke 

'3  .h;^ 


i 


m) 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION   TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


1.0 


I.I 


1.25 


■  so 


1^ 

H^     13.6 


140 


1.4 


2.5 


2.2 
2£ 
1.8 


1.6 


A  /APPLIED  INA^GE     Inc 

^^-  1653  East   Main  Street 

r.a  Rochester.   Ne«   York        14609       USA 

^Si  (716)   482  -  0300  -  Phone 

:^  (716)   288  -  5989  -  Fax 


I  y  i 


I  i 


1. 


1- ; 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CAIIAAN 

a  little  'fo'  leckshun-day !    We  knows  who's  oi 
frien'!" 

Norbert's  missive  was  lengthy  and  absorbing 
Joe  went  on  his  way,  perusing  it  with  profounc 
attention ;  but  as  he  descended  the  stairway  to  th( 
floor  below,  a  loud  burst  of  angry  shouting,  out 
side  the  building,  caused  him  to  hasten  towarc 
the  big  front  doors  which  faced  Main  Street.  Th( 
doors  opened  upon  an  imposing  vestibule,  fron 
which  a  handsome  flight  of  stone  steps,  protectee 
by  a  marble  balustrade,  led  to  the  ground. 

Standing  at  the  top  of  tlese  steps  and  leaning 
over  the  balustrade,  he  had  a  clear  view  of  half  th€ 
yard.  No  one  was  near  him ;  everybody  was  run- 
ning in  the  opposite  direction,  toward  that  comei 
of  the  yard  occupied  by  the  jail,  the  crowd  cen- 
tring upon  an  agitated  whirlpool  of  men  which 
moved  slowly  toward  a  door  in  the  high  wall  that 
enclosed  the  building;  and  Joe  saw  that  Happy 
Fear's  guards,  conducting  the  prisoner  back  to  his 
cell,  were  being  jostled  and  rushed.  The  distance 
they  had  made  was  short,  but  as  they  reached  the 
door  the  pressure  upon  them  increased  danger- 
ously. Clubs  rose  in  the  air.  hats  flew,  the  whirl- 
pool heaved  tumultuously,  and  the  steel  door  clanged. 

Happy  Fear  was  safe  inside,  but  the  jostlers  were 
outside— baffled,  ugly,  and  stirred  with  the  passion 
that  changes  a  crowd  into  a  mob. 
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Then  some  of  them  caught  sight  (f  Joe  as  he 
stood  alone  at  the  top  of  the  steps,  and  a  -roat 
shout  of  rage  and  exultation  arose. 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  did  not  see  his  danger. 
At  the  clang  of  the  door,  his  eyes,  caught  by  tlic 
gleam  of  a  wide  white  hat,  had  turned  toward  the 
street,  and  he  was  somewhat  fixedly  watching  Mr. 
Ladew  extricate  Ariel  land  her  aged  and  indignant 
escorts)  from  an  overflow  of  the  crowd  in  which 
they  had  been  caught.  But  a  voice  warned  him: 
the  wild  piping  of  a  newsboy  who  had  climbed  into 
a  tree  near  by. 

"  Joe  Louden  !"  he  screamed.     "  Look  out !" 
With  a  muffled  roar  the  crowd  surged  back  from 
the  jail  and  turned  toward  the  steps.     "Tar  and 
feather  him!"     "Take  him  over  to  the  river  and 
throw  him  in!"     "Drown  him!"     "Hang  him!" 

Then  a  thing  happened  which  was  dramatic 
enough  in  its  inception,  but  almost  ludicrous  in  its 
effect.  Joe  walked  quietly  down  the  steps  and 
toward  the  advancing  mob  with  his  head  cocked 
to  one  side,  one  eyebrow  lifted,  and  one  corner  of 
his  mouth  drawn  down  in  a  faintly  distorted  smile. 
He  went  straight  toward  the  yelling  forerunners, 
with  only  a  small  bundle  of  papers  in  his  hands,' 
and  then—while  the  non-partisan  spectators  held 
their  breath,  expecting  the  shock  of  concaot  - 
straight  on  through  them. 
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A  number  of  the  bulge-cheeked  formed  the  scat- 
tering  van   of   these   forerunners,   charging  with 
hoarse  and  cruel  shrieks  of  triumph.     The  first, 
apparently  about  to  tear  Joseph  Louden  to  pieces, 
changed   countenance   at    arm's-length,    swerved 
violently,  and  with  the  loud  cry,  "Head  him  off!" 
dashed  on  up  che  stone  steps.     The  man  next  be- 
hind him  followed  his  lead,  with  the  same  shout, 
strategy,  and  haste;  then  the  others  of  this  advance 
attack,  finding  themselves  confronting  the  quiet 
man,  who  kept  his  even  pace  and  showed  no  in- 
tention of  turning  aside  for  them,  turned  suddenly 
aside  for  him,  and,  taking  the  cue  from  the  first, 
pursued   their   way,   bellowing:   "Head   him   off! 
Head  him  off!''  until  there  were  a  dozen  and  more 
rowdy ish  men  and  youths  upon  the  steps,  their 
eyes  blazing  with  fury,  menacing  Louden's  back 
with  frightful  gestures  across  the  marble  balus- 
trade,   as   they   hysterically  bleated   the   chorus, 
"Head  him  off!'' 

Whether  or  not  Joe  could  have  walked  through 
the  entire  mob  as  he  had  walked  through  these  is 
a  matter  for  speculation;  it  was  believed  in  Canaan 
that  he  could.  Already  a  gust  of  mirth  began  to 
sweep  over  the  sterner  spirits  as  they  paused  to 
marvel  no  less  at  the  disconcerting  advance  of 
the  lawyer  than  at  the  spectacle  presented  by  the 
intrepid  dare-devils  upon  the  steps ;  a  kind  of  lane 
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actually  opening  before  the  young  man  as  he  walkc.l 
steadily  on.  And  when  Mr.  Shcchan.  kadir.-  Valf 
a  dozen  huge  men  from  the  Farbach  brewery,  un- 
ceremoniously shouldered  a  way  through  the  mob  to 
Joe's  side,  reaching  him  where  the  press  was  thick- 
est, it  is  a  question  if  the  services  of  his  detachment 
were  needed. 

The  laughter  increased.  It  became  voluminous. 
Homeric  salvos  shook  the  air.  And  never  one  of 
the  fire-eaters  upon  the  steps  lived  long  enough 
to  live  down  the  hateful  cry  of  that  day,  "Head 
him  off!''  which  was  to  become  a  catch-word  on 
the  streets,  a  taunt  more  stinging  than  any  devised 
by  deliberate  invention,  an  insult  bitterer  than  the 
ancestral  doubt,  a  fighting- word,  and  the  great 
historical  joke  of  Canaan,  never  omitted  in  after- 
days  when  the  tale  was  told  how  Joe  Louden  took 
that  short  walk  across  the  Court-house  yard  which 
made  him  Mayor  of  Canaan. 
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MARTIN    PIKE    KEEPS   /N    ENGAGEMENT 

N  hour  later,  Martin  Pike,  looking 
forth  from  the  Mansion,  saw  a  man 
open  the  gate,  and,  passing  between 
the  unemotional  deer,  rapidly  ap- 
proach the  house.  He  was  a  thin 
young  fellow,  very  well  dressed  in  dark  gray,  his 
hair  prematurely  somewhat  silvered,  his  face  pre- 
maturely somewhat  lined,  and  his  bat  covered  a 
scar  such  as  might  have  been  caused  by  a  blow 
from  a  blunt  instrument  in  the  nature  of  a  poker. 
He  did  not  reach  the  door,  nor  was  there  neces- 
sity for  him  to  ring,  for,  before  he  had  set  foot  on 
the  lowest  step,  the  Judge  had  hastened  to  meet 
him.  Not,  however,  with  any  fulsomely  hospitable 
intent;  his  hand  and  arm  were  raised  to  execute 
one  of  his  Olympian  gestures,  of  the  kind  which 
had  obliterated  the  young  man  upon  a  certain  by- 
gone morning. 

Louden  looked  up  calmly  at  the  big  figure  tow- 
ering above  him. 

348 


MARTIN  KEEPS  AN  ENGAGEMENT 


"It  won't  do,  Judge,"  he  said;  that  was  all,  but 
there  was  a  significance  in  his  manner  .md  a  cer- 
tainty in  his  voice  which  caused  the  uplifted  hand 
to  drop  limply;  while  the  look  of  apprehension 
which  of  late  had  grown  more  antl  more  to  bt- 
Martin  Pike's  habitual  ex])ression  deepened  into 
something  close  upon  mortal  anxiety. 

"Have  you  any  Vmsiness  to  set  foot  upon  my 
property?"  he  demanded. 

"Yes,"  answered  Joe.  "That's  why  I  came." 
"What  business  have  you  got  with  me'" 
"Enough  to  satisfy  you,  I  think.  But  there's 
one  thing  I  don't  want  to  do"— Joe  glanced  at  the 
open  door — "and  that  is  to  talk  about  it  here— for 
your  own  sake  and  because  I  think  Miss  Tabor 
should  be  present.  I  called  to  ask  you  to  come 
to  her  house  at  eight  o'clock  to-night." 

"You  did!"  Martin  Pike  spoke  angrily,  but 
not  in  the  bull-bass  of  yore;  and  he  kept  his  voice 
down,  glancing  about  him  nervously  as  though 
he  feared  that  his  wife  or  Mamie  might  hear. 
"My  accounts  with  her  Cistate  are  closed,"  he  said, 
harshly.     "If  she  wants  anything,  let  her  come 

here." 

Joe  shook  his  head.     "  No.     You  must  be  there 

at  eight  o'clock." 

The  Judge's  choler  got  the  better  of  his  uneasi- 
ness.    "You're  a  pretty  one  to  come  ordering  me 
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around!"  he  broke  out.  "You  slanderer,  do  you 
suppose  I  haven't  heard  how  you're  going  about 
traducing  me,  undermining  my  character  in  this 
community,  spreading  scandals  that  I  am  the  real 
owner  of  Beaver  Beach — " 

"It   can  easily  be  proved,  Judge,"  Joe  inter- 
rupted, quietly,  "though  you're  wrong:  I  haven't 
been  telling  people.     I  haven't  needed  to — even 
if  I'd  wished.     Once  a  thing  like  that  gets  out  you 
can't  stop  it— ever!     That  isn't  all:  to  my  knowl- 
edge you  own  other  property  worse  than  the  Beach ; 
I  know  that  you  own  half  of  the  worst  dens  in 
the  town:  profitable  investments,  too.    You  bought 
them  very  gradually  and  craftily,  only  showing 
the  deeds  to  those  in  charge— as  you  did  to  Mike 
Sheehan,  and  not  recording  them.     Sheehan's  be- 
trayal of  you  gave  me  the  key ;  I  know  most  of  the 
poor  creatures  who  are  your  tenants,   too,   you 
see,  and  that  gave  me  an  advantage  because  they 
have  some  confidence  in  me.     My  investigations 
have  been  almost  as  quiet  and  careful  as  your  pur- 
chases." 

"You  damned  blackmailer!"  The  Judge  bent 
upon  him  a  fierce,  inquiring  scrutiny  in  which,  odd- 
ly enough,  there  was  a  kind  of  haggard  hopeful- 
ness. "And  out  of  such  stories,"  he  sneered, 
"you  are  going  to  try  to  make  political  capital 
against  the  Tocsin,  are  you?" 
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"No."  s;iul  Jof.  "It  was  lurvssary  in  thr  \n- 
terestsof  my  c  Hciit  lor  me  to  know  pntiy  thonmgh- 
ly  just  what  property  you  own.  and  I  think  I  il<). 
These  picees  I've  mentitMied  are  about  all  y  u 
have  not  mortgage(h  You  eouldn't  do  that  with- 
out exposure,  and  you've  kept  a  controUinK'  inter- 
est in  the  Tocsin  clear,  too  -for  the  sake  of  its 
influence,  I  suppose.  Now.  do  you  want  to  hear 
any  more,  or  will  ycm  agree  to  meet  me  at  Miss 
Tabor's  this  evening?" 

Whatever  the  look  of  hopefulness  had  signified. 
it  fled  from  Pike's  face  during  this  speech,  but  he 
asked  with  some  show  of  contempt,  "Do  you 
think  it  likely?" 

"Very  well,"  said  Joe,  "if  you  want  me  to 
speak  here."  And  he  came  a  little  closer  to  him. 
"You  bought  a  big  block  of  Granger  Gas  for  Roger 
Tabor,"  1  <  ^,  in  a  low  voice.     "  Before  his 

death  ycr  /erything  he  had.  except  the  old 

house,  pu  '  ato  cash  for  him.  and  bought  that 
stock;  you  signed  the  check  as  his  attorney  -n-fact. 
and  it  came  back  to  you  through  the  Washington 
National,  where  Norbert  Flitcroft  handled  it.  He 
has  a  good  memory,  and  when  he  told  me  what  lu 
knew,  I  had  him  to  do  some  tracing;  did  a  little 
myself,  also.  Judge  Pike,  I  must  tell  you  that 
you  stand  in  danger  of  the  law.  You  were  the 
custodian  of  that  stock  for  Roger  Tabor;  it  was 
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transferred  in  blank;  though  I  think  yuu  meant 
to  be  'legal'  at  that  time,  and  that  was  merely  for 
convenience  in  ease  Roger  had  wished  you  to  sell 
it  for  him.  But  just  after  his  death  you  found 
yourself  saddled  with  distillery  stock,  which  was 
g(jing  bad  on  your  hands.  Other  speculations  of 
yours  were  failing  at  the  same  time;  you  had  U> 
have  money — you  filed  your  rejiort  as  adminis- 
trator, crediting  Miss  Tabor  with  your  own  stock 
which  you  knew  was  going  t-  the  wall,  and  trans- 
ferred hers  to  yourself.  Then  you  sf)ld  it  because 
you  needed  ready  money.  You  used  her  fortune 
to  save  yourself  —  but  you  wer<'  horribly  afraid! 
No  matter  how  rotten  your  transactions  had  been, 
you  had  always  kepi  inside  the  law ;  and  now  that 
you  had  gone  outside  of  it,  you  were  frightened. 
You  didn't  dare  come  fiat  out  to  Miss  Tabor  with 
the  statement  that  her  fortune  had  gone;  it  had 
been  in  your  charge  all  the  time  and  things  might 
look  ugly.  So  you  put  it  off,  perhaps  from  day 
to  day.  You  didn't  dare  tell  her  until  you  were 
forced  to,  and  to  avoid  the  confession  you  sent  her 
the  income  which  was  rightfully  hers.  That  was 
your  great  weakness." 

Joe  had  spoken  with  great  rapidity,  though  keep- 
ing his  voice  low,  and  he  lowered  it  again,  as  he 
continued:  "Judge  Pike,  what  chance  have  you 
to  be  believed  in  court  when  you  swear  that  you 
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sent  her  twenty  thousand  dollars  out  <»!'  tlu-  ^^Dod- 
ness  of  your  heart?  Do  you  think  slir  lnii(vcd 
your'  It  was  the  very  proof  t'  li'  i"  tli;it  yua  had 
robbed  her.  For  she  knew  you!  Do  you  want 
to  hear  more  now?  Do  you  think  this  is  a  ii,n<n\ 
])laee  for  it?  D<»  you  wish  me  to  go  owr  tlie  d«- 
tails  of  eaeh  step  I  have  taken  against  you,  to  knid 
you  at  the  bar  where  this  ])oor  fehow  your  i)a])i'r 
is  hounding  stan>ls  toilay?" 

The  Judge  essayed  to  answer,  and  eould  not. 
He  Ufted  his  hand  uneertainly  and  dropped  ii, 
while  a  thick  dew  gathered  on  his  temples.  In- 
articulate sounds  came  from  between  his  teeth. 

"You  will  come?"  said  Joe. 

Martin  Pike  bent  his  head  dazedly;  and  at  that 
the  other  turned  quickly  from  him  and  went  away 
without  looking  back. 

Ariel  was  in  the  studio,  half  an  hour  later,  when 
Joe  was  announced  by  ^^"  smiling  Mr.  Warden. 
Ladew  was  with  her,  t'  gh  upon  the  p(jint  of 
taking  his  leave,  and  Joe  marked  (with  a  sinking 
heart)  that  the  young  minister's  cheeks  were 
flushed  and  his  eyes  very  bright. 

"  It  was  a  magnificent  thing  you  did,  Mr.  Lou- 
den," he  said,  offering  his  land  heartily;  "I  saw 
it,  and  it  was  even  finer  in  one  way  than  it  wis 
plucky.     It  somehow  straightened  things  out  with 
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such  pL-rfoct  K'O"'!  naluiv;  il  niadf  thobc  iK-oplc  feci 
that  what  they  wore  doini;  was  ritliculous." 

"So  if  was,"  said  Joe. 

"  Few,  under  the  eireunistances.  eould  havt: 
acted  as  il  they  thought  so!  And  1  hope  you'll 
let  me  call  upon  you,  Mr.  Louden." 

"  I  hope  you  will,"  he  answered ;  anrl  then,  when 
the  minister  had  (lef)arted,  stood  looking  after  him 
with  sad  eyes,  in  which  there  dwelt  obscure  medita- 
tions. Ladew's  word  of  farewell  had  covered  a 
deep  look  at  Ariel,  which  was  not  to  he  mistaken 
by  Joseph  Louden  for  anything.,'  other  than  what 
it  was:  the  clergyman's  secret  was  an  open  one, 
and  Joe  saw  that  he  was  as  frank  and  manly  in 
love  as  in  all  other  things.  "  He  s  a  good  fellow," 
he  said  at  last,  sighing.     "A  good  man." 

Ariel  agreed.  "And  he  said  more  tj  me  than 
he  did  to  you." 

"Yes,  I  think  it  probable,"  Joe  smiled  sorrow- 
fully. 

"About  you,  I  mean."  He  had  time  to  fear 
that  her  look  admitted  confusion  before  she  pro- 
ceeded: "He  said  he  had  never  seen  -anything  so 
fine  as  your  coming  down  tho.e  s,,...s.  Ah,  he 
was  right!  But  it  was  harder  for  me  to  watch 
you,  I  think,  than  for  you  to  do  it,  Joe.  I  was  so 
horribly  afraid — and  the  crowd  between  us — if  we 
could  have  got  near  yo\j — but  we  couldn't — we — " 

354 


MARTIN  KEEPS  AN  ENGAGEMENT 


She  faltered,  and  prcss(xi  her  hand  dose  upon 
her  eyes. 

"Wei*"  asked  Joe,  slowly.  "You  mean  you 
and  yU.  La<le\v  ?" 

"Yes,  he  was  there;  i)Ut  1  mean"— her  voice 
ran  into  a  little  lauj^h  with  a  beatific  ({uax  i  r  m  it 
— "I  mean  Colonel  Flitcroft  and  Mr.  Bradbury 
and  Mr.  Buckalew,  too — wo  were  hemmed  in  to- 
gether when  Mr.  Ladew  found  us  -and,  oh,  Joe, 
when  that  cowardly  rush  started  toward  you, 
those  three- I've  heard  wonderful  things  in  Paris 
and  Naples,  cabmen  quarrelling  and  disappointed 
beggars— but  never  anything  like  them  to-day — " 

"You  moan  they  were  profane?" 

"Oh,  magnificently — and  with  such  inventive- 
ness! All  three  begged  my  pardon  afterwards.  I 
didn't  grant  it — I  blessed  them!" 

"Did  they  beg  Mr.  Ladew's  pardon.''" 

"Ah,  Joe!"  she  reproached  him.  "He  isn't  a 
prig.  And  he's  had  to  fight  some  things  th.a  >'ou 
of  all  men  ought  to  understand.  He's  only  been 
here  a  few  months,  but  he  told  me  that  Judge  Pike 
has  been  against  him  from  the  start.  It  seems  that 
Mr.  Ladew  is  too  liberal  in  his  views.  And  he  told 
me  that  if  it  were  not  for  Judge  Pike's  lf)sing  in- 
fluence in  the  church  on  account  of  the  Beaver 
Beach  story,  the  Judge  would  probably  have  been 
able  to  force  him  to  resign;  but  now  he  v;ill  stay." 
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"He  wishes  to  stay,  doesn't  he?" 

"  Very  much.  I  think.  And,  Joe,"  she  continued, 
thoughtfully,  "  I  want  you  to  do  something  for  me.' 
I  want  you  to  go  to  church  with  me  next  Sun- 
day." 

"To  hear  Mr.  Ladew?" 
"Yes.     I  wouldn't  ask  except  for  that." 
"Very  well,"  he  consented,  with  averted  eves 
"I'll  go."  ^    ' 

Her  face  was  radiant  with  the  smile  she  gave 
him.     "It  will  make  me  very  happy,"  she  said. 

He  bent  his  head  and  fumbled  over  some  papers 
he  had  taken  from  his  pocket.  "  Will  you  listen  to 
these  memoranda?  We  have  a  great  deal  to  go 
over  before  eight  o'clock." 

Judge  Pike  stood  for  a  long  while  where  Joe  had 
left  him,  staring  out  at  the  street,  apparently. 
Really  he  saw  nothing.  Undoubtedly  an  image 
of  blurring  foliage,  cast  -  iron,  cement,  and  turf, 
with  sunshine  smeared  over  all,  flickered  upon  the 
retinas  of  his  eyes;  but  the  brain  did  not  accept  the 
picture  from  the  optic  nerve.  Martin  Pike  was 
busy  with  other  visions.  Joe  Louden  had  followed 
him  back  to  his  hidden  deeds  and  had  read  them 
aloud  to  him  as  Gabriel  would  read  them  on  Judg- 
ment-day.    Perhaps  this  was  the  Judgment-day. 

Pike  had  taken  charge  of  Roger  Tabor's  affairs 
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because  the  commissions  as  agent  were  not  too 
inconsiderable    to    be    neglected.     To    make    the 
task  simpler,  he  had  sold,  as  time  went  on,  the 
various   properties  of  the  estate,   gradually  con- 
verting all  of  them  into  cash.     Then,  the  oppor- 
tunity offering,  he  bought  a  stock  which  paid  ex- 
cellent dividends,  had  it  transferred  in  blank,  be- 
cause if  it  should  prove  to  Roger's  advantage  to 
sell  it,  his  agent  could  do  so  without  any  formal 
delays  between  Paris  and  Canaan.     At  least,  that 
is  what  the  Judge  had  told  himself  at  the  time, 
though  it  may  be  that  some  lurking  whisperer  in 
hi    soul  had  hinted  that  it  might  be  well  to  preserve 
the  great  amount  of  cash  in  hand,  and  Roger's 
stock  was  practically  that.     Then  came  the  evil 
days.     Laboriously,  he  had  built  up  a  name  for 
conservatism   which   most  of  the  town  accepted, 
but  secretly  he  had  always  been  a  gambler:  Wall 
Street  was  his  goal ;  to  adventure  there,  as  one  of 
the  great  single-eyed   Cyclopean  man-eaters,  his 
fond  ambition;  and  he  had  conceived  the  distillerv 
trust  as  a  means  to  attain  it;  but  the  structure 
tumbled  about  his  ears;  other  edifices  of  his  crum- 
bled at  the  same  time;  he  found  himself  beset,  his 
solvency   endangered,    and   there   was   the   Tabor 
stock,  quite  as  good  as  gold ;  Roger  had  just  died, 
and  it  was  enough  to  save  him.— Save?    That  was 
a  strange  way  to  be  remembering  it  to-day,  when 
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Fate  grinned  at  him  out  of  a  dreadful  mask  con- 
torted like  the  face  of  N^orbert  FHtcroft. 

Martin    Pike   knew   himself   for   a   fool.     What 
chance  had  he,  though  he  destroyed  the  check  a 
thousand   times   over,    to   escape   the   records   l)y 
which   the   coil   of  modern   trade   duplicates   and 
quadruplicates  each  slip  of  scribbled  paper  ?     What 
chance   had    he   against   the   memories   of  men' 
Would  the  man  of  whom  he  had  bought,  forget 
that  the  check  was  signed  by  Roger's  agent  ?     Had 
the  bank-clerk  forgotten  ?    Thrice  fool,  Martin  Pike 
to  dream  that  in  a  town  like  Canaan,  Norbert  or 
any  of  his  kind  could  touch  an  order  for  so  great 
a  sum  and  forget  it!     But  Martin  Pike  had  not 
dreamed  that ;  had  dreamed  nothing.     When  fail- 
ure confronted  him  his  mind  refused  to  consider 
anything  but  his  vital  need  at  the  time,  and  he 
had  supplied  that  need.     And  now  he  grew  busy 
with  the  future:  he  saw  first  the  civil  suit  for  resti- 
tution, pressed  with  the  ferocity  and  cunning  of 
one  who  intended  to  satisfy  a  grudge  of  years; 
then,  perhaps,  a  criminal  prosecution.  But  he 

would  fight  it!  Did  they  think  that  such  a  man 
was  to  be  overthrown  by  a  breath  of  air?  By  a 
giri,  a  bank -clerk,  and  a  shyster  lawyer.?  They 
would  find  their  case  difficult  to  prove  in  court 
He  did  not  believe  they  could  prove  it.  They 
would  be  discredited  for  the  attempt  upon  him 
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and  he  would  win  clear ;  these  Beaver  Beach  scan- 
dals would  die  of  inertia  presently ;  there  would  be 
a  lucky  trick  in  wheat,  and  Martin  Pike  would  be 
Martin  Pike  once  more;  reinstated,  dictator  of 
church,  politics,  business;  all  those  things  whieli 
were  the  breath  of  his  life  restored.  He  would 
show  this  pitiful  pack  what  manner  of  man  they 
hounded!     Norbert  Flitcroft.  .  .  . 

The  Judge  put  his  big  hand  up  to  his  eyes  and 
rubbed  them.  Curious  mechanisms  the  eyes.  .  . 
That  deer  in  line  with  the  vision — not  a  zebra? 
A  zebra  after  all  these  years  ?  And  yet  .  .  .  curious, 
indeed,  the  eyes!  ...  a  zebra.  .  .  .  Who  ever  heard 
of  a  deer  with  stripes?  The  big  hand  rose  from 
the  eyes  and  ran  through  the  hair  which  he  had 
always  worn  rather  long.  It  would  seem  strange 
to  have  it  cut  very  short.  .  .  .  Did  they  use  clippers, 
perhaps?  .  .  . 

He  started  suddenly  and  realized  that  his  next- 
door  neighbor  hr  d  passed  along  the  sidewalk  with 
head  averted,  pretending  not  to  see  him.  A  few 
weeks  ago  the  man  would  not  have  missed  the 
chance  of  looking  in  to  bow — with  proper  defer- 
ence, too!  Did  he  know  ?  He  could  not  know  this! 
It  must  be  the  Beaver  Beach  scandal.  It  must  be. 
It  could  not  be  this — not  yet!  But  it  might  be. 
Howmany  knew  ?  Louden, Norbert,  Ariel — who  else  ' 
And  again  the  deer  took  on  the  strange  zebra  Inok. 
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The  Judge  walked  slowly  down  to  the  gate ;  spoke 
to  the  man  he  had  employed  in  Sam  Warden's 
place,  a  Scotchman  who  had  begun  to  refresh  the 
lawn  with  a  garden  hose ;  bowed  aftably  in  response 
to  the  salutation  of  the  elder  Louden,  who  was 
passing,  bound  homeward  from  the  factory,  and 
returned  to  the  house  with  thoughtful  steps.  In 
the  hall  he  encountered  his  wife ;  stopped  to  speak 
with  her  upon  various  household  matters;  then 
entered  the  library,  which  was  his  workroom.  He 
locked  the  door;  tried  it,  and  shook  the  handle. 
After  satisfying  himself  of  its  security,  he  pulled 
down  the  window-shades  carefully,  and,  lighting 
a  gas  drop-lamp  upon  his  desk,  began  to  fumble 
with  various  documents,  which  he  took  from  a 
small  safe  near  by.  But  his  hands  were  not  steady ; 
he  dropped  the  papers,  scattering  them  over  the 
floor,  and  had  great  difficulty  in  picking  them  up. 
He  perspired  heavily:  whatever  he  touched  became 
damp,  and  he  continualb'  mopped  his  forehead 
with  his  sleeve.  After  a  time  he  gave  up  the  at- 
tempt to  sort  the  packets  of  papers;  oank  into  a 
chair  despairingly,  leaving  most  of  them  in  disorder. 

A  light  tap  sounded  on  the  door. 

"Martin,  it's  supper-time." 

With  a  great  effort  he  made  shift  to  answer: 
"Yes,  I  know.  You  and  Mamie  go  ahead.  I'm 
too  busy  to-night.     I  don't  want  anything." 
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A  moment  before,  he  had  been  a  pitiful  figure, 
face  distraught,  hands  incoherent,  the  whole  body 
inco- ordinate,  but  if  eyes  might  have  rested  upon 
him  as  he  answered  his  wife  they  would  have  seen 
a  strange  thing ;  he  sat,  apparently  steady  and  col- 
lected, his  expression  cool,  his  body  quiet,  poised 
exactly  to  the  quality  of  his  reply,  for  the  same 
strange  reason  that  a  young  girl  smiles  archly  and 
coquettes  to  a  telephone. 

"  But,  Martin,  you  oughtn't  to  work  so  hard. 
You'll  break  down — " 

"  No  fear  of  that,"  he  replied,  cheerfully.  "  You 
can  leave  something  on  the  sideboard  for  me." 

After  another  fluttering  rer-onstrance,  she  went 
away,  and  the  room  was  silent  again.  His  arms 
rested  upon  the  desk,  and  his  head  slowly  sank 
between  his  elbows.  When  he  lifted  it  again  the 
clock  on  the  mantel -piece  had  tinkled  once.  It 
was  half-past  seven.  He  took  a  sheet  of  note- 
paper  from  a  box  before  him  and  began  to  write, 
but  when  he  had  finished  the  words,  "  My  dear 
wife  and  Mamie,''  his  fingers  shook  so  violently 
that  he  could  go  no  further.  He  placed  his  left 
hand  over  the  back  of  his  right  to  steady  it,  but 
found  the  device  unavailing:  the  pen  left  mere 
zigzags  on  the  page,  and  he  dropped  it. 

He  opened  a  lower  drawer  of  the  desk  and  took 
out  of  it  a  pistol;  rose,  went  to  the  door,  tried  it 

361 


^n 


■J     h 


;  ( 


i 


lit? 


r'\n 


mi 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

once  more,  and  again  was  satisfied  of  his  seek 
Then  he  took  the  weapon  in  both  hands, 
handle  against  his  fingers,  one  thumb  agains 
trigger,  and,  shaking  with  nausea,  lifted  it  t( 
level  of  his  eyes.  His  will  betrayed  him;  he  c 
not  contract  his  thumb  upon  the  trigger, 
with  a  convulsive  shiver,  he  dropped  the  re'v( 
upon  the  desk. 

He  locked  the  door  of  the  room  behind 
crept  down  the  stairs  and  out  of  the  front-c 
He  walked  shamblingly.  when  he  reached 
street,  keeping  close  to  the  fences  as  he  went 
now  and  then  touching  the  pickets  with  his  h 
like  a  feeble  old  i..an. 

He  had  always  been  prompt;  it  was  one  of 
things  of  which  he  had  been  proud:  in  all  his 
he  had  never  failed  to  keep  a  business  engagen 
precisely  upon  the  appointed  time,  and  the  Co 
house  bell  clanged  eight  when  Sam  Warden  ope 
the  door  for  his  old  employer  to-night. 

The  two  young  people  'ooked  up  gravely  f: 
the  script-laden  table  before  them  as  Martin  I 
came  into  the  strong  lamplight  out  of  the  dimi 
of  the  hall,  where  only  a  taper  burned.  He  shi 
bled  a  few  limp  steps  into  the  room  and  came 
a  halt.  Big  as  he  was,  his  clothes  hung  upon  1 
loosely,  like  coverlets  upon  a  collapsed  bed;  j 
he  seemed  but  a  distorted  image  of  himself,  a 
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(save  for  the  dull  and  reddened  eyes)  he  had  been 
made  of  yellowish  wax  and  had  been  left  too  long 
in  the  sun.  Abject,  hopeless,  his  attitude  a  con- 
fession of  ruin  and  shame,  he  stood  before  his 
judges  m  such  wretchedness  that,  in  comparison, 
the  figure  of  Happy  Fear,  facing  the  court-room 
through  his  darkest  hour,  was  one  to  be  envied. 

"Well,"  he  said,  brokenly,  "what  are  you  going 
to  do?" 

Joe  Louden  looked  at  him  with  great  intentness 
for  several  moments.  Then  he  rose  and  came  for- 
ward. "Sit  down.  Judge,"  he  said.  "It's  all 
right.     Don't  worry." 
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!RS.    FLITCROFT,    at    breakfast   on 
the   following  morning,   continued  a 
disquisition    which    had    ceased,    the 
previous    night,    only    because    of   a 
provoking  human  incapacity  to  exist 
withoul  sleep.     Her  theme  was  one   which   had 
exclusively    occupied    her    since    the    passing    of 
Eskew,  and,  her  rheumatism  having  improved  so 
that  she  could  leave  her  chair,  she' had  become  a 
sort  of  walking  serial;  Norbert  and  his  grand^'ather 
being  well  assured  that,  whenever  they  left  the 
house,  the  same  story  was  to  be  continued  upon 
their  reappearance.     The  Tocsin  had  been  her  great 
comfort :  she  was  but  one  helpless  woman  against 
two  strong  men ;  therefore  she  sorely  needed  assist- 
ance in  her  attack  upon  them,  and  the  invaluable 
newspaper  gave  it  in  generous  measure. 

"Yes,  young  man,"  she  said,  as  she  lifted  her 
first  spoonful  of  oatmeal,  "you  better  read  the 
Tocsin!" 
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"I  am  reading  it,"  responded  Xorbert,  who  was 
almost  concealed  by  the  paper. 

"And  your  grandfather  better  read  it !"  shr,  con- 
tinued, severely. 

"I  already  have."  said  the  Colonel,  promptly. 
"Have  you?" 

"No,  but  you  can  be  sure  I  will!"  The  good 
lady  gave  the  effect  of  tossing  her  head.  "And 
you  better  take  what  it  says  to  heart,  you  and 
some  others.  It's  a  wonder  to  me  that  you  and 
Buckalew  and  old  Peter  don't  go  and  hold  that 
Happy  Fear's  hand  durin'  the  trial!  And  as  for 
Joe  Louden,  his  step-mother's  own  sister,  Jane, 
says  to  me  only  yesterday  afternoon,  'Why,  law' 
Mrs.  Flitcroft,'  she  says,  'it's  a  wonder  to  me,' 
she  says,  '  that  your  husband  and  those  two  other 
old  fools  don't  lay  down  in  the  gutter  and  let  that 
Joe  Louden  walk  over  'em.'" 

"Did  Jane  Quimby  say  'those  two  other  old 
fools'?"  inquired  the  Colonel,  in  a  manner  which 
indicated  that  he  might  see  Mr.  Quimby  in  regard 
to  the  slander. 

"I  canL  say  as  I  remember  just  precisely  her 
exact  words,"  admitted  Mrs.  Flitcroft.  "but  that 
was  the  sense  of  'em!     You've  made  yourselves 
the  laughin '-stock  of  the  whole  town!" 
"Oh,  we  have?" 

"  And  I'd  like  to  know  "  —her  voice  became  shrill 
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and  goading--- IM  like  to  know  what  Judge  Pike 
thinks  of  y.,u  an.l  Xorbert-  I  should  think  you'd 
be  ashamed  to  have  him  pass  you  in  the  street  - 

i  ve  quit  '  peaking  to  him."  said  Norbert,  cold- 
ly,    ever  since  I  heard  he  owned  Beaver  Beach  " 

That   story   ain't   proved   yet!"   returned    his 
grandmother,  with  much  irascibility 

"Well,  it  will  be;  but  that's  not  ail  "  Norbert 
wagged  his  head.  "  You  may  be  a  little  surprised 
within  the  next  few  days." 

"I've  r>een  surprised  fnr  the  past  few!"  she  re- 
plied, with  a  bitterness  which  overrode   her  satis- 
faction  in  the  effectiveness  of  the  retort.     "Sur- 
pnsed!     I'd  like  to  know  who  wouldn't  be  sur- 
prised w^en  half  the  town  acts  like  it's  gone  crazy. 
People  pratnn'  that  fellow,  that  nobody  in  their 
sober  minds  and  senses  never  in  their  lives  had  a 
good  word  for  h.fore!     Why.  there  was  more  talk 
yesterday  about  his  doin's  at  the  Court-house- 
you  d  of  thought  he  was  Phil  Sheridan!     It's  '  Toe 
Louden    here  and  'Joe  Louden'  there,  and  'Joe 
Louden    this  and  'Joe  Louden'  that,  till  I'm  sick 
of  the  name!" 

"Then  why  don't  you  quit  saying  it.?"  asked  the 
•-oJoiel.  reasonably. 

"Because  it 'd  ou;^ht  to  be  said!"  she  exclaimed, 
with  great  heat,  "  Because  he'd  ought  to  be  held 
up  to  the  community  to  be  despised.     You  '     me 
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have  that  paper  a  niinutf."  she  pursut-d.  vehctiK-tii 
ly;  "you  just  lot  me  have  the  Tocsin  and  I'll  rea-l 
you  out  some  things  about  him  that       show  him 
in  his  true  light!" 

"All  right, "  said  Xorbert.  suddenly  handing  her 
»,he  paper.     "Go  ahead." 

And  after  the  exehange  of  a  single  glanee  the 
tvo  gentlemen  composed  themselves  to  listen. 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Flitcroft.  "Here  it  is  in 
head-lines  on  the  first  page.  '  D. -fence  Scr.res 
Again  and  Again.  Ridiculous  Behavior  of  ;i 
Would -Be  Mob.  Louden's— '"  She  paused,  re- 
moved her  spectacles,  examined  them  dubiously, 
restored  them  to  place,  and  continued:  " '  Louden's 
Masterly  Conduct  and  Well  -  Deserved  —  '"  she 
paused  again,  incredulous— "' Well-Deserved  Tri- 
umph—'" 

"Go  on,"  said  the  Colonel,  softly. 

"  Indeed  I  will!"  the  old  lady  replied.  "  Do  you 
think  I  don't  know  sarcasm  when  I  see  it?  Ha, 
ha!"  She  laughed  with  great  heartiness.  "I 
reckon  I  will  go  on!  You  listen  and  try  t(.  learn 
something  from  it!"     She  resumed  the  reading: 

"'It  is  generally  admitted  that  after  yesterday's 
sitting  of  the  court,  the  prosecution  in  the  Fear- 
Cory  murder  trial  has  not  a  leg  to  stand  on.  Lcju- 
den's  fight  for  his  client  has  been,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, of  a  most  splendid  and  talented  order,  and 
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the  bottom  has  fallen  .)ut  of  the  case  for  the  State 
while  a  verdiet  of  Xot  Guilty,  it  is  now  concccled 
js  he  general  wish  of  those  who  have  aitencled  and 
Ml.nve,  the  trial.  But  the  most  i.Ueresting  event 
of  the  day  took  place  after  the  session,  when  some 
miscreants  undertook  to  mob  the  attorney  for  the 
dc'fenc  -n  the  Court-house  yard.  He  met  the  at- 
tack wuii  a  coolness  and  nerve  which  hax-e  wr,„ 
Inm^a ^popularity  that-'"     Mrs.    Flitcroft  again 

"Go    on."    repeated    the   Colonel      "There's    -. 
great  deal  more." 

"Look   at   the   editorials,"    suggested    Norbert 

llieres  one  on  the  same  subject  " 

Mrs  Flitcroft.  her  theory  of  the  Tocsin's  sarcasm 
somewhat  shaken,  turned  the  page.  "  We  Confess 
a  Mistake  w,.s  the  rubric  above  the  leader,  and 
she  uttered  a  cry  of  triumph,  for  she  thought  the 
mistake  was  what  s:^^  had  just  been  reading,  and 
that  the  editorial  would  apologize  for  the  incom- 
prehensib..  journalistic  -rror  upon  the  first  page. 

Ihe  best  of  us  make  mistakes,  and  it  is  well 
tcD  have  a  change  of  heart  sometimes'"  (Thus 
Eugene's  successor  had  written,  and  so  Mrs.  Flit- 
croft read.)  '"An  open  confession  is  good  f^r  the 
soul.  The  Tocsin  has  changed  its  mind  in  regard 
to  certain  matters,  and  means  to  say  so  freely  xnd 

franklv.     After  ves^-erd^v'-?  o^-p-nt-   ->  • 

vca.ri(id>  s  cventi  m  eonneciion 
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with  the  murder  trial  iKion,-  our  puMic.  th«'  cvi 
dcnce  being  now  all  presented,  for  \vi  understanrj 
that  neither  side  has  more  to  offer,  it  is  jji-nenill; 
conceded  that  all  good  eiti/.ens  an-  liopoful  nf  -i 
verdict  of  acquittal;  and  the  Tocsin  is  a  good 
citizen.  No  good  citizen  would  willingly  scv  an 
innocent  man  punished,  and  that  our  city  is  not 
to  be  disgraced  by  such  a  miscarriage  of  justie-o  is 
due  to  the  efforts  of  the  attorney  for  the  defend- 
ant, who  has  gained  credit  not  only  by  his  masterly 
management  of  this  case,  but  by  his  splendid  con- 
duct in  the  face  of  danger  yesterday  afternoon. 
He  has  distinguished  himself  so  greatly  thai  we 
frankly  assert  that  our  citizens  may  p^int  with 
pride  to—"'  Mrs.  Flitcroft's  voice,  at  the  begin- 
ning pitched  to  a  high  exultation,  had  gradually 
lowered  in  key  and  droppetl  down  the  scale  till 
it  disappeared  altogether. 

"  It's  a  wonder  to  me,"  the  Colonel  began,  "  thai 
the  Tocsin  doesn't  go  and  hold  Joe  Louden's 
hand." 

"I'll  read  the  rest  of  it  for  you,"  said  Norbert, 
his  heavy  face  lighting  up  with  cruelty.  "Let's 
see— where  were  you?  Oh  yes  —  'point  with 
pride'  ?    '  Our  citizens  may  point  with  pride  to  .  . .'" 

Let  us  not  linger  to  observe  the  unmanly  be- 
havior of  an  aged  man  and  his  grandson  left  alone 
at  the  breakfast-table  by  a  defenceless  woman. 
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The  Tocsin's  right-about-face  undermined  others 
besides  Mrs.  l^Iitcroft  that  morning,  and  rejoiced 
greater  (though  not  better)  men  than  the  Colonel. 
Mr.  Farbach  and  his  lieutenants  smiled,  yet  stared, 
amazed,    wondering   what    had    happened.     That 
was  a  thing  which  only  three  people  even  certainly 
knew;  yet  it  was  very  simple. 
The  Tocsin  was  part  of  the  Judge's  restitution. 
"The  controlling  interest  in  the  paper,  together 
with  the  other  property  I  have  listed,"  Joe  had 
said,  studying  his  memoranda  under  the  lamp  in 
Roger's  old  studio,  while  Martin  Pike  listened  with 
his  head  in  his  hands,  "make  up  what  Miss  Tabor 
is  willing  to  accept.     As  I  estimate  it,  their  total 
value  is  between  a  third  and  a  half  of  that  of  the 
stock  which  belonged  to  her." 

"  But  this  boy— this  Flitcroft,"  said  Pike,  feeblv 
"he  might—" 

"He  will  do  nothing,"  interrupted  Joe.  "The 
case  is  'settled  out  of  court.'  and  even  if  he  were 
disposed  to  harass  you,  he  could  hardly  hope  to 
succeed,  since  Miss  Tabor  declines  either  to  sue 
or  to  prosecute." 

The  Judge  winced  at  the  last  word.  "  Yes— yes, 
I  know;  but  he  might— he  might— tell." 

"I  think  Miss  Tabor's  influence  will  prevent. 
If  it  should  not— well,  you're  not  in  a  desperate 
case  by  any  means;  you're  involved,  but  far  from 
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stripped;  in  time  you  may  be  as  sound  as  ever. 
And  if  Norbert  tells,  there's  nothing  for  you  to  do 
but  to  live  it  down."  A  faint  smile  played  upon 
Joe's  lips  as  he  lifted  his  head  and  looked  at  the 
other.     "  It  can  be  done,  I  think." 

It  was  then  that  Ariel,  complaining  of  the  warn^th 
of  the  evening,  '  bought  it  possible  that  Joe  might 
find  her  fan  upon  the  porch,  and  as  he  departed, 
whis  ed  hurriedly:  "Judge  Pike,  I'm  not  tech- 
nically in  control  of  the  Tocsin,  but  haven't  I  the 
right  to  control  its  policy?" 

"I  understand,"  he  muttered.  "You  mean 
about  Louden — about  this  trial--" 

"That  is  why  I  have  taken  the  paper." 

"You  want  all  that  changed,  you  mean?" 

She  nodded  decisively.  "From  this  instant. 
Before  morning." 

"  Oh,  well,  I'll  go  down  there  and  give  the  word." 
He  rubbed  his  eyes  wearily  with  big  thumbs. 
"  I'm  through  fighting.  I'm  done.  Besides,  what's 
the  use?    There's  nothing  more  to  fight." 

"Now,  Judge,"  Joe  said,  as  he  came  in  briskly. 
"  we'll  go  over  the  list  of  that  unencumbered  prop- 
erty, if  you  will." 

This  unencumbered  property  consisted  of  Beaver 
Beach  and  those  other  belongings  of  the  Judge 
which  he  had  not  dared  to  mortgage.  Joe  had 
somehow    explained    their    nature    to   Ariel,   and 
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these  with  the  Tocsin  she  had  eleeted  to  acceo 
m  restitution.  P 

■■  You  told  me  once  that  I  ought  to  look  afte, 
my  own  property,  and  now  I  will.  Don't  you  see'' 
she  ened  to  Joe,  eagerly.  ■■  Ifs  ray  work-"  Ihc 
resolutely  set  aside  every  other  proposition;  and 

tn;rt':igr  - "  "'"^-*^"^-""^''^' 

up  at  the  tna.,  and  those  who  suceeeded  in  getting 

™:  Te"dT  '"''"^''  '"-'  "  --  -' "  he 

a    the   urv  .  r.°\°'"'''  '"  *■*  "*  ""'""der 

^t  the  jury,    nor  did  he  slyly  flatter  them;  he  did 

not  overdo  the  eonfidential,  nor  seem  so  s^u  e 

of  understanding  beforehand  what  their  verd"et 

would  be  that  they  felt  an  instinetive  delfrf  to 

fool    h,m.     He    talked    eolloquially    but    elearly 

wthout  appeal  to  the  pathetie  and  without  gaf-' 

mtures,    not    mentioning   sunsets,    birds,    oceans 

homes,  the  glorious  old  State,  or  the  happines    of 

hberty   but  he  made  everybody  in  the  room  quite 

sure  that  Happy  Fear  had  fired  the  shot  .vWch 

kdled  Cory  to  save  his  own  life.     And  that,  as  Mr 

^tt:f:r'°''"*'^<=^°'°-'--"-''^uoe 

Ariers  escort  was  increased  to  four  that  day 
-Mr.  Ladew  sat  beside  her,  and  there  wer^  times 
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when  Joe  kept  his  mind  entirely  to  the  work  m 
hand  only  by  an  eflort,  but  he  always  succeeded. 
The  sight  of  the  pale  and  worshipping  face  of 
Happy  Fear  from  the  corner  of  his  eye  was  en(5ugh 
to  insure  that.  And  people  who  could  not  get 
near  the  doors,  asking  those  who  could,  "What's 
he  doin'  now?"  were  answered  by  variations  of  the 
one  formula,  "Oh,  jest  walkin'  away  with  it!" 

\  ice  the  court-room  was  disturbed  and  set  in 
an  uproar  which  even  the  Judge's  customary 
threat  failed  to  subdue.  Joe  had  been  talking  very 
rapidly,  and  having  turned  the  point  he  was  mak- 
ing with  perfect  dexterity,  the  jury  listening  eager- 
ly, stopped  for  a  moment  to  take  a  swallf)w  of 
water.  A  voice  rose  over  the  low  lium  of  the 
crowd  in  a  delirious  chuckle:  "Why  don't  some- 
body 'head  him  off!'''  The  room  instantly  rocked 
with  laughter,  under  cover  of  which  the  identity 
of  the  sacrilegious  chuckler  was  not  discovered, 
but  the  voice  was  the  voice  of  Buckalcw.  who  was 
incredibly  surprised  to  find  that  he  had  spoken 
aloud. 

The  jury  were  "out,"  after  the  case  had  been 
given  to  them,  seventeen  minutes  and  thirty  sec- 
onds by  the  watch  Claudine  held  in  her  hand.  The 
little  man,  whose  fate  was  now  on  tne  knees  cf  the 
gods,  looked  pathetically  at  the  foreman  and 
then  at  the  face  of  '      lawyer  and  began  to  shake 
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violently,  but  not  with  fright.  He  had  gone  to 
the  jail  on  Joe's  word,  as  a  good  dog  goes  where 
his  master  bids,  trustfully;  and  yet  Happy  had 
not  been  able  to  keep  his  mind  from  considering 
the  horrible  chances.  "Don't  worry."  Joe  had 
said.  "It's  all  right.  I'll  see  you  through." 
And  he  had  kept  his  word. 

The  little  man  was  cleared. 
^    It  took  Happy  a  long  time  to  get  through  what 
i.e  had  to  say  to  his  attorney  in  the  anteroom 
and  even  then,  of  course,  he  did  not  manage  to  put 
It  in  words,  for  he  had  "broken  down"  with  sheer 
gratitude.     "Why,    damn   me,   Joe,"    he   sobbed, 
if   ever   I— if  r-er   you— well,   by   God!   if  you 
ever—"     This  was  the  substance  of  his  lingual 
accomplishment    under    the    circumstances.     But 
Claudine  threw  her  arms  around  poor  Joe's  neck 
and  kissed  him. 

Many  people  were  waiting  to  shake  hands  with 
Joe  and  congratulate  him.  The  trio,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  seats  near  the  rail,  had  already  done 
that  (somewhat  uproariously)  before  he  had  fol- 
lowed Happy,  and  so  had  Ariel  and  Ladew,  both, 
necessarily,  rather  hurriedly.  But  in  the  cor- 
ridors he  found,  when  he  came  out  of  the  ante- 
room, clients,  acquaintances,  friends:  old  friends, 
new  friends,  and  friends  he  had  never  seen  before 
—everybody  beaming  upon  him  and  wringing  his 
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hand,  as  if  they  had  been  sure  of  it  all  Trom  the 
start. 

" Know  him ?"  said  one  to  another.  "  Why  I've 
knovved  him  sence  he  was  that  high!  Smart  With 
feller  he  was,  too!"     This  was  a  total  stranger, 

"I  said,  years  ago"— thus  Mr.  Brown,  the  "Xa- 
tional  House  "  clerk,  proving  his  prophetic  vision 
—"that  he'd  turn  out  to  be  a  big  man  some  day." 
They  gathered  round  him  if  he  stopped  f.^r'an 
mstant,  and  crowded  after  him  admiringly  when 
he  went  on  again,  making  his  progress  sknv.   When 
he  finally  came  out  of  the  big  doors  into  the  sun- 
shme,  there  were  as  many  people  in  the  vard  as 
there  had  been  when  he  stood  in  the  sam'e  place 
and  watched  the  mob  rushing  his  client's  guards 
But  to-day  their  temper  was  different,  and  as  he 
paused  a  moment,  looking  down  on  the  upturned 
laughmg  faces,  with  a  hundred  jocular  and  con- 
gratulatory salutations  shouted  up  at  him,  some- 
body started  a  cheer,  and  it  was  taken  up  with 
thunderous  good-will. 

There  followed  the  interrogation  customar>'  in 
such  emergencies,  and  the  anxious  inquirer 'was 
mformed  by  four  or  five  hundred  people  simultane- 
ously that  Joe  Louden  was  all  right. 

''Head  him  off/"  bellowed  Mike  Sheehan    sud- 
denly darting  up  the  steps.     The  shout  increased 
and  with  good  reason,  for  he  stepped  quicklv  back 


as 


.3  75 


f  I 


!      i 


\l 


THE   CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

within  the  doors;  and,  retreating  through  the  build- 
ing, made  good  his  escape  by  a  basement  door. 

He  struck  off  into  a  long  ddtour,  but  though  he 
managed  to  evade  the  crowd,  he  had  to  stop  and 
shake  hands  with  every  third  person  he  met.  As 
he  came  out  upon  Main  Street  again,  he  encoun- 
tered his  father. 

"Howdy  do.  Joe?"  said  this  laconic  person,  and 
offered  his  hand.  They  shook,  briefly.  "Well," 
he  continued,  rubbing  his  beard,  "how  are  ye.'" 

"All  right,  father.  I  think." 

"Satisfied  with  the  verdict .!*" 

"I'd  be  pretty  hard  to  please  if  I  weren't,"  Joe 
laughed. 

Mr.  Louden  rubbed  his  beard  again.  "I  was 
there,"  he  said,  without  -motion. 

"At  the  trial,  you  mean?" 

"Yes."  He  offered  his  hand  once  more,  and 
again  they  shook.  "Well,  come  around  and  see 
us,"  he  said. 

'  Thank  you.     I  will." 

"Well."  said  Mr.  Louden,  "go^  1-day,  Joe." 

"Good-day,  father." 

The  young  man  stood  looking  after  him  with  a 
curious  smile.  Then  he  gave  a  slight  start.  Far 
up  the  street  he  saw  two  figures,  one  a  lady's,  in 
white,  with  a  wide  white  hat ;  the  other  a  man's. 
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wearing  recognizably  clerical  black.     They  seemed 
to  be  walking  very  slowly. 

It  had  been  a  day  of  triumph  for  Joe;  but  in 
all  his  life  he  never  slept  worse  than  he  did  that 
night. 
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p  woke  to  the  chiming  of  bells,  and, 
,as  his  eyes  slowly  opened,  the  sor- 
I  rowful  people  of  a  dream,  who  seemed 
'to  be  bending  over  him,  '-veeping, 
Iswam  back  into  the  darkness  of  the 
night  whence  they  had  come,  and  returned  to  the 
imperceptible,  leaving  their  shadows  in  his  heart. 
Slowly  he  rose,  stumbled  into  the  outer  room,  and 
released  the  fluttering  shade;  but  the  sunshine, 
springing  like  a  golden  lover  through  the  open 
window,  only  dazzled  him,  and  found  no  answer- 
mg  gladness  to  greet  it,  nor  joy  in  the  royal  day  it 
heralded. 

And  yet,  to  the  newly  cleaned  boys  on  their 
way  to  midsummer  morning  Sunday-school,  the 
breath  of  that  cool  August  day  was  as  sweet  as 
stolen  apples.  No  doubt  the  stir  of  far,  green 
thickets  and  the  twinkle  of  silver-slippered  creeks 
shimmered  in  the  longing  vision  of  their  minds' 
eyes;   even    so,    they    were    merry.     But    Joseph 
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I   «u(lcn.  sighing  as  he  <lescvnde(l  his  narro-A   stnir^. 
with  the  bitterness  still  upon  his  lips  <.f  the  fri^^hl 
ful  oofTee  he  had  niado.  heard  the  echo  of  their 
laughter  with  wonder. 

It  would  be  an  hour  at  least  lieforr  time  to  start 
to  church,  when  Ariel  expected  him;  he  stared  ab- 
sently up  the  street,  then  down,  and,  after  that, 
began  slowly  to  walk  in  the  latter  direction,  with 
no  very  active  consciousness,  or  care,  of  where  he 
went.  He  had  fallen  into  a  profound  reverie,  so 
deep  that  when  he  had  crossed  the  bridge  and 
turned  into  a  dusty  road  which  ran  along  the 
river- bank,  he  stopped  mechanically  beside  the 
trunk  ot  a  <"allen  sycamore,  and,  lifting  his  head, 
for  the  first  time  since  he  had  set  out,  looked 
about  him  with  a  melancholy  pcrplexitv.  a  little 
surprised  to  find  himself  there. 

For  this  was  the  spot  where  he  had  first  seen  the 
new  Ariel,  and  on  that  fallen  sycamore  they  hc.d 
sat  together.  "Remember,  across  Main  Street 
bridge  at  noon!"  And  Joe's  cheeks  burned,  as  he 
recalled  why  he  had  not  understood  the  clear 
voice  that  had  haunted  him.  But  that  shame  had 
fallen  from  him;  she  had  changed  all  that,  as  she 
had  changed  so  many  things.  He  sank  down  in 
the  long  grass,  with  his  back  against  the  log,  and 
stared  out  over  the  fields  of  tall  corn,  shakin''  in 
a  steadv  wind  -^.11  the  way  to  the  horizon. 
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"Changed  so  many  things'"  he  said,  half  aloud 
"Everything!"  Ah.  yes.  she  had  changed  tlu 
whole  world  for  Joseph  Lt)uden-at  his  fir^t  sight 
of  her!  /  id  now  it  seeme(J  to  him  that  he  was  to 
lose  her,  but  not  in  the  way  lie  had  thought. 

Almost  from  the  very  first,   he  had  the  feeling 
that  nothing  so  beautiful  as  that  she  should  stay 
in  Canaan  could  happen  to  him.     He  was  sure  that 
she  was  but  for  the  little  while,  that  her  coming 
was  like  the  flying  petals  of  which  he  had  told  her. 
He  had  lain  upon  the  earth;  and  she  had  lifted 
him  up.     For  a  moment  he  had  felt  the  beatific 
wings  enfolding  him  with  gentle  protection,  and 
then  saw  them  lifted  to  bear  the  angel  beyond  his 
sight.     For   it   was   incredible   that    the   gods   so 
loved  Joe  Louden  that  they  would  make  greater 
gifts  to  him  than  this  little  time  with  her  which 
they  had  granted  him. 

"Changed  so  many  things?" 
The  bars  that  had  been  between  him  and  half 
of  his  world  were  down,  shattered,  never  m.ore  to 
be  replaced;  and  the  ban  of  Canaan  was  lifted. 
Could  this  have  been,  save  for  her.'  And  upon 
that  thought  he  got  to  his  feet,  uttering  an  excla- 
mation of  bitter  self-reproach,  asking  himself 
angrily  what  he  was  doing.  He  knew  how  much 
she  gave  him,  what  full  measure  of  her  affection! 
Was  not  that  enough?— Out  upon  you.  Louden! 
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Arc  you  to  sulk  in  your  lint,  dour  in  the  ^'Inoni, 
or  to  play  a  man's  part,  and  if  she  l)c  h:ipi.v,  turn 
a  fhcorv  face  upon  Ikt  joy? 

And  thus  this  pil^'rim  nrmssfd  tlu  Itridj^n-, 
tnKTKMn^'  to  the  street  with  his  JK-ad  up,  smiling. 
and  his  shoulders  thrown  back  so  that  iiouf  niii^hi 
see  the  burden  he  carried 


Ariel  was  waiting  on  the  ])orch  for  him.  She 
wore  the  same  dress  she  had  worn  that  Sunday  of 
their  tryst;  that  exquisite  dress,  with  the  faint 
lavender  overtint,  like  the  tender  colors  of  tlu- 
beautiful  day  he  made  his  own.  She  had  not  worn 
it  since,  and  he  was  far  distant  when  he  caught  thf 
first  ilickering  glimi»SL'  of  her  through  the  lower 
branches  of  the  maples,  but  he  rememl)ered.  . 
And  again,  as  on  that  day,  he  heard  a  far-awav, 
inefTable  music,  the  Elf-land  horns,  sounding  the 
mysterious  reveille  which  had  wakened  his  soul  to 
her  coming. 

She  came  to  the  gate  to  meet  him,  and  gave  him 
her  hand  in  greeting,  without  a  word — or  the  need 
of  one — from  either.  Then  together  they  set  ff)rth 
over  the  sun-fiecked  pavement,  the  maples  swish- 
ing above  them,  heavier  branches  crooning  in  the 
strong  breeze,  under  a  sky  like  a  Delia  Robbia 
background.  And  up  against  the  glorious  blue  of 
it,  some  laughing,  invisible  god  was  blov;ing  small, 
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rounded  clouds  of  pure  cotton,  as  clnldren  blow 
thistledown. 

When  he  opened  her  parasol,  as  they  eame  out 
into  the  broad  sunshine  beyond  Upper  Main  Street 
there  was  the  faintest  minglin<,r  of  wikl  roses  and 
cinnamon  loosed  on  the  air. 

''Joe,"  she  said,  "I'm  very  happy!" 
"That's  right,"  he  returned,  heartily.     "  I  think 
you  always  will  be." 

"But,  oh!  I  wish,"  she  wem  on.  ''that  Mr.  Arp 
eould  have  lived  to  see  you  come  down  the  Court- 
house steps." 

^    "God  bless  him!"  said  Joe.     "I  can  hear  the 
argument'!" 

"Those  dear  old  men  have  been  so  loval  to  vou 
Joe."  ■  '       ' 

"No,"  he  returned;  "loyal  to  Eskew^  " 
"To  you  both,"  she  said.     "  I  m  afraid  the  old 
circle  IS  broken  up;  they  haven't  met  on  the  'Xa 
tional  House'  corner  since  he  died.     The  Colonel 
told  me  he  couldn't  bear  to  go  there  again." 

"I  don't  beheve  any  of  them  ever  will  "  he  re 
turned.  "And  yet  I  never  pass  the  place  that  I 
don  t  see  Eskew  in  his  old  chair.  I  went  there  last 
night  to  commune  with  him.  I  couldn't  sleep 
and  I  got  up,  and  went  over  there;  they'd  left  the 
chairs  out;  the  town  was  asleep,  and  it  was  beau- 
tiful moonlight — " 
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"To  commune  with  him"'     V/liat  .ibodr'" 

"You." 

"Why?"  she  asked,  plainly  mystified. 

"I  stood  in  need  of  good  counsel,"  he  answered, 
cheerfully,  "or  a  friendly  word,  perhaps,  and — as 
I  sat  there — after  a  while  it  came." 

"What  was  it'" 

"To  forget  that  I  was  sodden  with  sclfi.shness; 
to  pretend  not  to  be  as  full  of  meanness  as  I  really 
was!  Doesn't  that  seem  to  be  Eskew's  own 
voice?" 

"Weren't  you  happy  last  night,  Joe'" 

"Oh,  it  was  all  right,"  he  said,  quickly.  "  Don't 
you  worry." 

And  at  this  old  speech  of  his  she  broke  into  a 
little  laugh  of  which  he  had  no  comprehension. 

"Mamie  came  to  see  me  early  this  morning," 
she  said,  after  they  had  walked  on  in  silence  for 
a  time.  "  Everything  is  all  right  with  her  again ; 
that  is,  I  think  it  will  be.  Eugene  is  coming  home. 
And,"  she  added,  thoughtfully,  "it  will  be  best 
for  him  to  have  his  old  place  on  the  Tocsin  again. 
She  showed  me  his  letter,  and  I  liked  it.  I  think 
he's  been  through  the  fire — " 

Joe's  distorted  smile  appeared.  "And  has  come 
out  gold?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  she  laughed;  "but  nearer  it!  And  I 
think  he'll  try  to  be  more  worth  her  caring  for. 
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She  has  ahvays  thought  tliat  his  leaving  th.^  Tocsin 
in  the  way  he  did  was  heroic.     That  was  her  word 
for  It.     And  it  i.'a.s  the  hnest  thing  he  ever  chd."' 
"I    can't    figure    Eugene   out."     Joe   shook   his 
head.     "There's  something  behind  his  going  away 
that    I   don't   understand."     This   was   altogetlier 
the  truth;  nor  was  there  ever  to  come  a  time  when 
either  he  or  Marv  .  would  understand  w^at  thin-s 
had  determined  the  departure  of  Eugene  Bantry; 
though  Mamie  never  questioned,  as  Joe  did    the 
reasons  for  it.  or  doubted  those  Eugene  had  given 
her,  which  were  the  same  he  had  given  her  father. 
For  she  was  content  with  his  return. 

Again  the  bells  across  the  Square  rang  out  their 
chime.  The  paths  were  decorously  enlivened  with 
family  and  neighborhood  groups,  bound  church- 
ward; and  the  rumble  of  the  organ,  playing  the 
people  into  their  pews,  shook  on  the  air.  And 
Joe  knew  that  he  must  speak  quickly,  if  he  was 
to  say  what  he  had  planned  to  say,  before  he  and 
Ariel  went  into  the  church. 

"Ariel?"  He  tried  to  compel  his  voice  to  a 
casual  cheerfulness,  but  it  would  do  nothing  for 
him,  except  betray  a  desperate  embarrassment 

She  looked  at  him  quickly,  and  as  quickly  awav 
"Yes?" 

"I  wanted  to  say  something  to  vou.  and   I'd 
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better  do  it  now,  I  think — before  I  go  t(j  cliurcli 
for  the  first  time  in  two  years!"  He  managed  t" 
laugh,  though  with  some  ruefulness,  and  continue"  1 
stammeringly :  "I  want  to  tell  you  h<jw  nuieh  1 
like  him — how  much  I  admire  him — " 

"Admire  whom?"  she  asked,  a  little  coldly,  for 
she  knew. 

"Mr.  Ladew." 

"So  do  I,"  she  answered,  looking  straight  ahead. 
"That  is  one  reason  why  I  wanted  you  t<»  come 
with  me  to-day." 

"It  isn't  only  that.  I  want  to  tell  you — to  tell 
you — "  He  broke  off  fo^  a  second.  "  Vou  re- 
member that  night  in  m  e  Ijefore  I-V-ar  came 
in?" 

"Yes;  I  remember." 

"And  that  I — that  something  I  said  troubled 
you  because  it— it  sounded  as  if  I  cared  too  much 
for  you — " 

"No;  not  too  much."  She  still  l(x)ked  straight 
ahead.  They  were  walking  very  slowly.  "You 
didn't  understand.  You'd  been  in  my  mind,  you 
see,  all  those  years,  so  much  more  than  I  in  yours. 
I  hadn't  forgotten  yon.  But  to  you  I  was  really 
a  stranger — " 

"No,  no!"  he  cried. 

"Yes,  I  was,"  she  said,  gently  but  very  quickly. 
"  And  I — I  didn't  want  you  to  fall  in  love  witli  me 
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at  first  sight.     And  yet -perhaps  I  did!     But  I 
hadn't  thought  ot  things  in  that  way.     I  had  just 
tlic  same  UicVng  lor  you  tliat  I  ahvays  liad— al- 
ways !     I  had  never  cared  so  much  for  any  one  else, 
and  it  seemed  to  me  the  most  necessary  thing  in 
my  life  to  come  back  n,  that  old  companionship - 
Don't  you  remember— it  used  to  trouble  you  so 
when  I  would  take  your  hand  ?     I  think  I  loved 
your  being  a  nale  rough   with  me.     And  once 
when  I  saw  how  you  harl  been  hurt,  that  day  voii 
ran  away — "  ' 

''Ariel!"  he  gasped,  helplpssly. 
"  Have  you  forgotten  .^" 
^^  He  gathered  himself  together  with  all  his  will 
I   want  to  prove  to   you."   he   said,   resolutely, 
that  the  dear  kindness  of  you  isn't  thrown  away 
on  me;  I  want  you  to  know  what  I  began  to  say : 
that  It  s  all  right  with  me;  and  I  think  Ladew-" 
He  stopped  again.     <'Ah!  I've  seen  how  much  he 
cares  for  you — " 
"Have  you?" 

"Ariel."  he  said,  "that  isn't  fair  to  me,  if  vou 
trust  me.     You  could  not  have  helped  seeing-" 

But  I  have  not  seen  it,"  she  interrupted,  with 
great  calmness.     After  having  said  this,  she  fin- 
ished truthfully:  "  If  he  did,  I  would  never  let  him 
tell  me.     I  hke  him  too  much." 
"You  mean  you're  not  going  to—" 
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Suddenly  she  turned  to  him.  ".Vo/"  she  said, 
with  a  depth  of  anger  he  had  not  heard  in  her 
voice  since  that  long-ago  winter  day  when  .-.lie 
struck  Eugene  Bantry  with  her  clenclied  fist. 
She  swept  over  him  a  blinding  look  of  reproach. 
'•How  could. I?" 

And  there,  upon  the  steps  of  the  church,  in  the 
sudden,  dazzling  vision  of  her  love,  fell  the  liurden 
of  him  who  had  made  his  sorrowful  pilgrimage 
across  Main  Street  bridge  that  nnjrning. 


A  manifold  rustling  followed  them  as  they  went 
down  the  aisle,  and  the  sibilancc  of  many  whis- 
perings; but  Joe  was  not  conscious  of  that,  as  he 
took  his  place  in  Ariel's  pew  beside  her.  For  him 
there  was  only  the  presence  of  divinity ;  the  church 
was  filled  with  it. 


They  rose  to  sing: 

"Ancient  of  days,  Who  sittest,  throned  in  glory, 
To  Thee  all  knees  are  bent,  all  voices  pray; 
Thy  love  has  blest   the  wide  world's  wondrous  story. 
With  light  and  life  since  Eden's  uawning  day." 

And  then,  as  they  knelt  to  pray,  there  were  the 
white  heads  of  the  three  old  friends  of  Eskew  Arp ; 
and  beyond  was  the  silver  hair  of  Martin  Pike, 
who  knelt  beside  his  daughter.  Joe  felt  that  peo- 
ple should  be  very  kind  to  the  Judge. 


!!      ; 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  CANAAN 

The  sun.  so  eager  without,  came  temperateh- 
through  the  windows,  where  stood  angels  and 
saints  in  gentle  colors,  and  the  face  of  the  youne 
minister  in  this  quiet  light  was  like  the  faces  in 
the  windows. 

^^  •'Not  only  to  confront  your  enemies,"  he  said- 
that  IS  not  enough ;  nor  is  it  that  I  would  have  you 
bluster  at  them,  nor  take  arms  against  them;  you 
will  not  have  to  do  that  if.  when  they  come  at 
you,  you  do  not  turn  one  inch  aside,  but  with  an 
assured  heart,  with  good  nature,  not  noisily,  and 
with  steadfastness,  you  keep  on  your  way  If 
you  can  do  that,  I  say  that  they  will  turn  aside 
for  you,  and  you  shall  walk  straight  through  them, 
and  only  laughter  be  left  of  their  anger!" 

There  was  a  stir  among  the  people,  and  many 
faces  turned  toward  Joe.  Two  years  ago  he  had 
sat  in  the  same  church,  when  his  character  and 
actions  had  furnished  the  underlying  theme  of  a 
sermon,  and  he  had  recognized  himself  without 
difficulty:  to-day  he  had  not  the  shadow  of  a 
dream  that  the  same  thing  was  happening.  He 
thought  the  people  were  turning  to  look  at  Ariel, 
and  he  was  very  far  from  wondering  at  that. 

She  saw  that  he  did  not  understand;  she  was 
glad  to  have  it  so.  She  had  taken  off  her  gloves, 
and  he  was  holding  them  lightly  and  reverently  in 
his  hands,  looking  down  upon  them,  his  thin  cheeks 
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a  little  flushed.  And  at  that,  and  n<Jt  knowinj^ 
the  glory  that  was  in  hio  soul,  something  forlorn 
in  his  cnrcful  tenderness  t(nvard  her  gloves  so 
touched  her  that  she  felt  the  tears  coining  to  Ikt 
eyes  with  a  sudden  rush.  And  to  prevent  them. 
"Not  the  empty  gloves,  Joe.  she  whispered. 


THE     END 
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